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FIELD TRIP! 






BY TOMMY 
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to all year. 
The field trip we lost when Principal Rabbski 

got obsessed with us taking Standards tests. 
The field trip we fought for and won back! HE 
The field trip that is going to be totally 


stooky fizz-pop waffles with plastic dinosaurs 


on top, as Murky would say. (Except that Murky 


can't go because he's a sixth grader. But 











that's okay, because he got to go somewhere 
else.) 

The field trip that just has one little 
problem. 

Rabbski has made a No Origami rule. 

(Actually, she made a bunch of rules: No 
cell phones or digital cameras. No public 
displays of affection. No sodas. No orange- 
colored snacks or drinks. No peanuts—due to 
allergies. No ORIGAMI!) 

But it's the No Origami rule that we are 
freaking out about. 

Now, some people might think, "Big deal." 

But it IS a big deal. 

Some people might think, "I could get 
through a day without origami, no problem." 
In fact, some people go days, weeks, months— 
even long, sad lifetimes—without origami. 

But for us, a day without origami is 
frightening. 

What are we going to do if we run into 


trouble? 





Field trips are dangerous events: a whole 


bunch of kids crammed into a bus for four 
hours to get there and then four hours to get 
back. ANYTHING can happen. 

Just ask Quavondo! He got the nickname Cheeto 
Hog on last year's field trip to the zoo! 

On that same trip, Amy and Sara got in 
an argument about something before we even 
left the school parking lot and didn't speak 
to each other the entire day . . . even 


though they were seat partners and couldn't 





switch. QM Sp MS r 


And Lance broke something in the zoo gift 
shop. And me and Kellen got lectured by a 
zookeeper about ABSOLUTELY NOTHING. (Well, 
nothing much.) 

And Jen lost $15 AND a boyfriend. And Mike 
cried about something. And on and on. 

That's the sort of stuff that used to happen 
to us ALL the time . . . before Origami Yoda 
came along. 


Dwight first brought him to school a little 
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while after that field trip, and he started 
giving us all incredible advice. Even though 
it was too late to help most of us with 
our field trip problems, his advice did help 
Quavondo get rid of the nickname. 


| o) And he has helped us with a million things 
N^ since then, from getting me an almost sort-of 


AM girlfriend to saving THIS year's field trip. 

rm Origami Yoda hasn't been able to 

help, other origami has, like Sara's Fortune 

Wookiee and Amy's Art2-D2 and my Foldy-Wan 
Kenobi and so on. 

Over the last year we've gotten used to 
getting help from our Star Wars origami with 
whatever problems we run into. 

And now we have to leave Origami Yoda and 
everybody else behind? 

“WUG!” 

"NOOO000000! " 

"I have a bad feeling about this!" 

SAD WHISTLE! 


"I like nuts!" 





We've begged Rabbski to change her mind. 
She's pretty friendly nowadays and you can 


actually talk to her about stuff. But talking 


to her about this does no good at all. 





"I'm sorry, but this is my last field trip. 







as a principal and I am just not going to 
parade you kids through our nation's capital 


with paper puppets on your fingers, yelling, 


'May the Force be with you' at the White 
House. jy, 







You're representing this school 







For some reason, anytime an adult decides 


you are "representing" something, they 
decide you should represent it by being as 
quiet and boring as possible. (I do have to 
admit, though, that she was right about us 
yelling, "May the Force be with you” fat the 
White House. I can totally see Lance doing j 


——— 


that.) 
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So this case file is about how and/or if we 
survive our field trip without any origami... 


not even Origami Yoda. 


—— (aap) 
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Harvey's Gor mos 


EA Rabbski may be nicer, but she's also qot fen smarter. 





See, | wasn’t worried about [he No Origami rule 
because | was planning +o bring my new KIRIGAMI 
General Grievous, (Which is amazing, by the way.) 

But then, right alter telling Tommy for the tenth 
time that no origami was allowed, she looked right at 
me and said, “No KIRIGAMI, either.” S 
Tommy's Comment: Yeah, she's tough these days. You'd think 
that since she decided to stop being a principal, she d relax a 
bit. But maybe she's just trying To get it out of her system. I 
Sure hope she does before she becomes our new math teacher 
next year. (By the way, the ruro ois that. Randall is 
going To be the principal when Kabbski is done! Which 
would be awesome! There's another rumor that says Mr. 
Howell will, but that’s too horrible to even think about.) 
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ORIGAMM YODA AND 
THE BUS BUDDY 


BY TOMMY 




















This is a secret chapter. I can’t put it in the 
case file because that would be extremely rude 
to a certain person. But it IS an important 
chapter to have because, as Origami Yoda said: 

"Fate of the field trip rest on this will ..." 

He said this one morning in homeroom about 
a week before the field trip. 

I didn't like the ominous sound of his 
voice. 


Miss Bauer just didn't like hearing his 


voice at all. 





"Dwight, could you turn around, put away 
the puppet, and listen, please?" she asked, 
although of course she wasn't actually asking. 
“I need everybody to listen closely so I only 
have to explain this once. Here's how the 
seating arrangements are going to work on the 
field trip." 

I snapped to attention. Origami Yoda was 
right! This was going to be a big deal. Seating 
arrangements can make or break a field trip, but 
they are a VERY delicate and tricky business. 
(Trickier than I knew, 1t turned out.) 

"Have Foldy-Wan, do you?" Origami Yoda 
said. 

"DWIGHT! I just asked you to turn around 
and to PUT. AWAY. THE PUPPET! I am not going 
to ask again!" 

I did have Foldy-Wan, but stupidly didn't 
ask him for advice. I didn't think I needed 
it. Guess what? I needed it. BAD. 

Miss Bauer told us about choosing our seat 


partners. But before I tell you what she 


said, I need to warn you: It unfortunately 
involves repeated use of the word "buddy." 

“The field trip will work on the buddy 
system," said Miss Bauer. "You'll sit with 
your buddy on the bus and stick together all 
day, keeping an eye out for each other." 

“Wisely you must choose," Origami Yoda 
told me. 

"DWIGHT! Okay, you're going to ISS for the 
rest of homeroom. Take your slip . ý 

Dwight took the slip and was already 
folding it into something before he went out 
the door. We had witnessed this scene so 
many times that it seemed like a normal part 
of homeroom. For a while Dwight had been 
terrified of getting into trouble. But ever 
since the success of the Rebellion, he had 
gone back to his old ways of basically doing 
whatever popped into his head. 

"Now, as I was saying. You'll choose a seat 
buddy, and then you and your buddy will sign 


up for a 'buddy bunch," based on which museum 
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you want to explore. So definitely choose a 
‘buddy’ and a ‘buddy bunch’ that share your 
interests! 

"Okay, you may talk quietly among yourselves 
about this until the bell." 

Immediately, an earsplitting roar rose from 


the class. 


Kellen turned to me and said, "Air and 
Space Museum, right?" 

“Er... , I said. This was a bit awkward. 

I hadn't been prepared for this. I didn't 
realize we were going to have to make a 
decision right then. I don't mean the museum 
decision—that's obvious—I mean a seat "buddy" 
decision. 

Going to Washington, D.C., with Kellen 
would be a lot of fun. But going with Sara... 
That could be fun and maybe more than fun. 
We have never had a chance to hang around 
together for a whole day without one of 


our parents—usually her mom—also hanging 





around. And even that has only happened a few 
times. 

This just seemed like the perfect chance to 
have fun and also sort of . . . make things 
official between us. And, as long as this is a 
secret chapter, I might as well say it . 

I could sort of imagine that, after a fun day, 
as the bus got dark, we might actually . 
well, you know . . . It's hard to write even 
in a secret chapter. But maybe, maybe we 
would have . . . our first kiss. That would 
definitely make things official. And it would 
make 1t the best day ever and all that. 

But . . . was I going to have to hurt 
Kellen's feelings to do that? 

“I guess I was thinking about asking Sara," 
I said. 

But Kellen wasn't as mad as I thought. 

“Oh... yeah... that's stooky. I mean, I 
would drop you like a hot mynock 1f Rhondella 
would sit with me. In fact, I would ask her if 


I thought there was any chance she'd say yes." 


“The odds are approximately ten kamillion 
to one," said Lance with his C-3PO. 

"Never tell me the odds," said Kellen. 
"They're too depressing . i 

Well, that made me feel bad for ditching 
Kellen, and I guess maybe Lance felt bad for 
Kellen, too, since the odds were 100 percent 
that he would be sitting with Amy. 

But . . . the next period was LEGO robots 
class, which I have with Sara. So I took my 
chance. Although I wasn't thinking of it as 
a chance. I was assuming my odds were about 
100 percent, too. 

They weren't. 

HELP. s" she said. 

And I instantly realized that she had the 
same problem that I had just had with Kellen— 
not that that made me feel any better. 

"You're going to go with Rhondella, aren't 
you?" 

"You understand, right, Tommy? I mean, 


Rhondella is . . . well, she's . . . I can't 


explain it. She's been hanging out with her 
boyfriend so much this year. And since he's an 
eighth grader, he won't be on the trip, so this 
1s my chance to do something with her again." 

"All right," I muttered. 

"lI 11 make 1t up to you!” 

"How?" 

“T’ 11 think of something!” she said. 

Well, that sounded promising, but 1t didn't 


do me any good right then. 


In between classes, I rushed to Kellen’s 
locker to see if he was there. But he wasn't, 
of course, since his locker is practically 
unusable due to being crammed with so much 
junk that he usually just hauls all his books 
around in his enormous book bag. 

So, when I finally saw him in social studies, 
it was too late. 

"Sorry, dude, Dwight and I are going to 
ride together. We're working on a new how-to- 


do-stuff case file." 
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"Yeah, we're going to—" And Dwight started 
explaining all these details about some 
weird variation on some doodlegami they were 
making. I'm sure it was awesome, but this 
wasn't the time for that! 

"Uh, great," I said, "but who am I going 
to go with? Do you know if Mike signed up 
with anyone?" 

"Yes . . . signed up everyone has," said 
Origami Yoda. "Everyone except K 

“Bom bom bom bom ba bom bom ba bom,” 
finished Kellen. 

"You don't mean—" 


"Yes . . . , said Origami Yoda. "To ride 
with Harvey . . . 1t 1S your destiny!" 

So, at lunch, I asked him and tried to 
seem as happy about 1t as possible. 

He said yes, but didn't even try to seem 
happy about it. 

"Sara turned you down?" he asked. 


"Yes. 


"Ha . . . ha... !" he said slowly and 
nastily. 


Whee! It's gonna be a fun trip! 


My Comment: Frankly, Harvey was so rude, I’m not 
Sure why Dn Keeping this chapter a secret. Sometimes 
it seems like we hold back a lot to Keep from hurting his 
feelings, and he never holds back anything. 
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MARA JADE HELPS 
REM FIND TRUE LOVE! 


BY REMi 





(sy this time its okay if you put this in the 


case file i dont care if kellen reads it i am tired 
of caring about what Kellen thinks 

oh i didnt mean it to sound that harsh Leen im 
sorry and in a Wax im sorry about what happened 
but not really not at all actually but none of it 
is to hurt your feelings 

so the first thing that happened was that i 
decided not to go on our field trip 





the sixth grade goes to the north carofina 


zoological park as you now because that is where 








you guys went Last year and quevondo ate all the 
cheetos 

50 Why would i decide not to go to a 200 
especialy the nc 200 which i always Wanted to 
go to because they have a jungle house where sou 


because kellen wouldnt be there so it would be 
a Whole day without seeing Kellen AND worrying 
that rhondella was making a move on him back at 
school 

50 i decided i wouldnt go . . . if you dont go 
on the trip jou get to stay at school and “work 
in the library all day i Knew it wouldnt be so bad 
since mrs cafhoun always Lets me make stuff from 
craft books PLUS i would get to see kellen every 
time he came into the Library and i could go to the 
seventh-grade lunch period and actually sit at the 
rebellion table with alk of the rest of xou for 
the first time!!! 


awesome idea!!! 
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she was pretty serious about it she also used 


some soapy the monkey language HO y J 
Ô 


but i still wasnt sure 
i asked wicket and he shouted at me 


"KVARK! X'iutha treekthin!" $3 
but i still. wasnt sure ^ E ROS 
SO i asked origami yoda 


"if here you stax ae 













Mreemmmm . . .” 
wil change but field trips aL AE can change . . 
like soap opera on a bus the 

Well when mara wicket and yoda ak agree then 
you qot to Listen 

i decided to go on the trip and when it was time 
to Sign up for bus buddies i Figured i Would ask 
megan (the one who calls herself fred) but then 


ben asked me first 







normally the ony thing we do together is make 
origami but as xou know rabbski doesnt allow origami 
Pa on field trips but we figured we could get aWay 
with folding some stuff on the bus 
but we were wrong but iLL Let murky tell you 
about that part 


SEE ee Eee ee 






because the important part to me is what ben 
and i did after rabbski took away our origami paper 

first we talked and goofed around then walked 
through the 200 and fell in love and held hands 
and Kissed in the jungle house in front of the gp 






meerkats until mr howe yelled at us 

on the way home i said maybe it wasnt “ight d fe peal | 
me to fall in Love with ben when my character is 
mara jade and her true Love is Luke Skywalker which 
kellen made 

and ben said “i can make a better luke skywalker 
than kellen" and he very very quietly Folded up 
some brochure that he had picked up at the otter 
Playground into an AMAZING STOOKY FIZZ-POP Que 
SkyWalker f 

sorry kellen but it IS a Lot better than sours — 


ond now we are together forever and thank you mora YER ir 






jade and Wicket and origami yoda . . . and sorry kelen 


Ha rvey s Comimenk 


Can we please keep kissing out of the case Ciles? sA 


(And Mara Jade, 400?) 
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My Comment: | was a little worried about showing this 
chapter to Kellen even though Remi said | could. | was 
worried it would hurt his feelings or make him regret 
not paying more attention to Remi when she still liked 
him. 

But whens. folio tabout: "HE acad Hubo 


= ep The girl UOS been chasing you all year! 
“She has?” 


“Well, not anymore. 

“Oh, okay." 

Pm afraid the poor dude is still stuck on Rhondella. 
But maybe OUR field trip will change things for him. 








BUT SHE 
DID HAVE 
COOL ARM 
Sock || 











YEAH, THAT. 
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BOO-HOO AT 
THE Z00-Hoo 






BY MURKY 

























Zoo trip was so nostrul. 
how nostrul? well we saw a hippo that had 
a gallon of snot coming out of its nostril. 
it was a really big nostril but this trip 
was twice as nostrul as that nostril. 
people, it's three and a half hours to 
the zoo from school. that's seven hours on 
a bus and no video games no music no tv. 
it is the perfect time to do origami 


because what else are you going to do? 










Qui- 
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my “bus buddy” Adam Minch and I were 






folding before the bus even left the parking 
lot 

and Rabbski was yelling her narnar at us 
before we even left the parking lot! 
"didn't you read the permission slip? 
didn't you read the rules? didn't you see 
the no origami rule?" 


Of course I didn't read the rules who 


So we gave her the stuf we were working 
on. I had been halfway thru a totally 
triangular Qui-Gon Jinn! 

SO we waited for her to sit down and then 
got more paper out of our backpacks 

suddenly she's there glaring at us again 
and she took the rest of our paper 

isn't the rule that you should remain 
seated when the bus is in motion more 
important than a no origami rule??? 

anyway here's the whole trip: narnar, 


narnar, narnar, hippo snot, red monkey 


OBR3 


GUNT 
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bottoms, narnar, narnar, narnar, back at 


school, the end. 


Ha rvey s Comment 


Ha! I knew you were €oo|s +o think Rabbski was your Pry 
princiPAL all of a sudden! Like | said, she’s just as 
Sith-like as ever. 

By the way, have the sixth-grade teachers 
stopped teaching grammar? Having Murky and Remi 
Ciles next +° each Other is just 400 much! You should 
have deleted both of them! 


My Copament: Uh. yeah ew I ATN TUNIS maybe à 
Tiny bit harsh, Harvey. 

Murky's file is especially important because it shows 
that Rabbski means business with her No Origami rule. 
] was hoping she wouldn't actually bother to enforce it. 
But it sounds like she is totally serious about it. 

As Ive said before, the prospect of a No Origami 
field trip was prett Es ecially since the bus buddy 
thing was already a disaster. 

But then Kellen had an idea. . . 


You SAID T7, 
CHEWTEÍ THIS 
Bus 15 So Slow — f^] a 


IT DOES THE KESSEL 
UN TN 12,349,624,532,710,422 PARSECS| 





A 
E 


23 


(s+e) - (sT): RR] 


“Sara being bus buddies with Rhondella is the best 
thing that could have happened, he said. 

“Tf Rhondella had gone with Jen, there is NO WAY 
they would have been in our buddy bunch. BUT iT you 
Can get Sara and Rhondella to join our buddy bunch, 
then you get To spend the whole day with Sara and | 
get to spend the whole day with Rhondella! 

A New Hope! 

Like Yoda said, it COULD change everything! 


“As Murky would say, ‘Shakespearean! 4 aid. 
“Actual ER: he would be more likely to call 


inistone said Kellen. 
“Well, whatever. Let's see if it works!” 
ledio 











rm So GLAD uH... YEAH... 


yov RE MY BYS COVLD You 
ZuPeY| MAYBE STOP 
JIGGE-LING? 





NOBODY WANTS TO 
PEE ON THE BUS 


BY CASSIE 











When Rabbski announced that we were going to get to 
go on our big field trip after all, everybody was excited . .. 
except me. 
| would have been happy to go to Greenhill Plantation, m» 
which is, like, ten minutes awau. dd 
A ten-minute field trip doesn't require peeing on a bus. 
But when uou take a big feld trip, theu rent these 
giant buses that have a toilet in the back. And if you 
have to go to the bathroom, uou walk back there, go in 


the tiny room, and pee in a teensu toilet. 


Except | cant. 


DRAWN 
EXACTLY 
To SCALE 











| dont want to go into a lot of detail here, but basicallu 
| need a little peace and quiet to pee. Its not just that | 
prefer it that way, its that | actually cannot pee when 
there is either hubbub or stress. 


Whats stressful about using a bus bathroom? Oh, 


CO except that everybody on the bus sees you 





thin 





go in there! And when you sit there you wonder if they 
are thinking about you using the bathroom. And then 
you wonder if they are timing you. Not with a watch or 


anything. But when you come out, is someone going to 





k, "Man, she sure was in there a long time’? And that 
makes it harder to pee, which means that it's taking even 


longer, which means that it reallu isa long time! 


And the whole time you're thinking about all this, 
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the bus is rocking back and forth and hitting bumps 


and you're flopping all over and the nasty used water is 


| know all of this because last year when we went 


d, but | had 


to go SO bad that | finally went back there. And it was 





to the zoo, | tried to hold it as long as | cou 


terrible and tiny and gross. And | sat there forever and 


couldn't go! So | came out and went back to my seat 


————— rr Pr m 





and had to sit there about to explode until we got to the 
zoo! Never again! 

It turns out I’m not the only one! 

| told Sara and Rhondella what | was worried about 
and they had their own problems! 

"Last year?” said Rhondella. “I was sitting in the front 
of the bus? So when | got up to go back to the bathroom, 
| had to pass EVERY SINGLE PERSON on the bus? And 
they all know why you're going back there, too!” 

“The worst thing of all,” said Sara, “is worrying that 
someone is out there waiting to use it. And somehow it's 
the one person on the bus that didnt see you go back 
there. So instead of waiting, they keep pulling on the 


door. And any second the latch is going to come loose 


and the door is going to open and everybody is going to \\ 
Shin 
see you sitting on the tiny toilet.” 


We asked some more people: 


Lisa: 


Piper: 






77, |" 
The walls are so thin! What if someone hears 


A 
you: ot eLNSTEC 
And the bous pee all over the seat! p 

LotNGO 


Hannah: And remember how Harvey sat back there on HF oe 
D 


SHUT \ 
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and said) Hope everything comes 





to everubodu who had to go? 

Jen: And if you're the one waiting, you have to 
stand back there getting bumped around for 
ten minutes, making small talk with whoever 
is sitting back there, and pretending you arent 
about to bust. 

Amu; And what if you ARE the person who is sitting 
back there next to the toilet! Smells, noises ... 


some feld trip. 


| asked Sara's Fortune Wookiee about it, but all he 


would say wakWug) And all Han Foldo would say was 
‘| dont care what you smell! Get in there!” 


None of the other puppets did much good. R2-D2 






M 


doesn't have to pee. Ventress doesn't give a ding-dang 


what anubodu thinks about her. And mu puppet, Su 





Snootles, doesnt do anything but sing “Call Me Maybe’ 
in pig Latin. 

So, Sara said we should ask Origami Yoda. 

“Oh, man, he’s just going to tell me to ask Sherlock 


Dwight and then Dwight will flop around pretending to 


Y 
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smoke a pipe and yell, ina 

terrible British accent" 
"Gotta do it,” said Sara. 
So | did. 


Origami Yoda told me to ask Sherlock Dwight, and 





then Dwight flopped around pretending to smoke a pipe 
and yelled, “Elementary, dear Cassie” in a terrible British 
accent. 

Then he said, "Consider this: The standard charter bus 
carries fifty-four passengers. Thats room for forty-eight 
students and six chaperones. The number of students in 
our grade is two hundred twenty. Two hundred twenty 


divided by forty-eight is about four-point-five. That is 


four-and-a-half bus-fuls.” (Bes. E 
“Uh-huh,” | said. 


“Now, renting a bus is expensive. So, will they actually 
pay for a big bus and then only have it half full?” 

“Uh... no? 

"Of course they wont! They will add one regular 
school bus. Probablu one of the older buses because theu 
are smaller, but that | cannot sau for certain. Anuwhat, 


regular school buses do nothave a bathroom, so logicallu 
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the school bus will have to stop for at least one bathroom 


break at a rest stop on the way to Washington, DIG". 





"Awesome! How do | get on that bus?” 


"Never mind. I'll figure it out for myself” 

But! couldn't figure it out. So | had to go back and ask 
Sherlock Dwight again. 

"Tell me, but please don't say ‘elementary.” 

"But, of course, dear lady,” said Sherlock Dwight. 
"Students dont get to pick which bus they ride on— 


but chaperones do. You simplu need to sign up with a 


"How do | know which—" 





“One of these days, Dwight, | am going to—' 
"Stop right there. You don't want to run afoul of this 


school's zero tolerance policu on threats of violence. | made 





that mistake once myself, causing all sorts of rannygazoo.” 
Rannugazoo? 

"Yes, | say, it was a real rannugazoo" 

“Okay ... Could you just tell me which chaperone it 


iS elementary for me to pick?” 


—— 
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"Consider this . . . If you're embarrassed to go to the 
bathroom on the bus, think how Ms. Rabbski must feel! A 
principal rules bu fear and respect... but its hard to fear 
or respect someone once youve seen them cram into the 
tiny bus toilet to pee... or noticed that they were taking 
too long just to pee! Ac 

"But Ms. Rabbski is a veteran of manu feld trips. She 
knows to take the regular bus. And—as the principal—she 
has the authority to whisper in the bus drivers ear and 
have the bus make an unscheduled stop if necessary} If 
you ride the regular bus, you may actually get two or 
three stops on the way!” 

| explained this to the other girls and we decided to 
join together to make a “buddy bunch’—dumb name— 
and ask Ms. Rabbski to be our chaperone. (Except for 
Amy, who is going to ride with Lance and whatever 
buddy bunch of potty-seat-peeing-on boys he rides 


with. She thinks she can hold it.) 


Ha rvey s Gorm ment 


This is a Clever plan. But it’s not worth i+. | mean, T. 


Compare: Riding on a Charter bus with air-CondiTioninq 
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and Comey seats... or viding on a Cruddy schoo] bus 
like we already ride on every single day? Plus, how 
are you going to have any Cun with Rabbski yelling at 
you all the time? 

Hmmm ...in fact, this gives me a qreat idea! 


My Comment we really, really dont like the Sound of 
that! Harvey’ s great ideas usually end up being great big 
pains in the behind! 

The problem for me with the girls plan is that now 
it looks like I’m not even going To be on the same bus 
as Saral!!! I tried to talk Kellen into joining a buddy 
bunch on the regular bus, but he said Luke Skytolder 
said we should ask Origami Yoda first. 

Origami Yoda said, Howell that bus will ride, too!” 

Ib teo howsthat s possible, Sin Cen Vie lon 
iS a sixth-grade teacher, but if Origami Yoda says So, iT 
must be true. 

And Kellen said he would rather find out his father 
is Darth Vader, have his hand cut off, and fall into a 


giant dir Conditioner . I1 ride on Bowell 5 bus. 





PVE GOT A BAD FEELING 
ABOUT THIS... 


BY SARA 








Field Trip Haiku 






Up way too early. 






Waiting for buses. Cold dawn. 






It is field trip day. 






Dwight’s mom dropped us off at school. There was 
already a huge crowd. 

It was chaos. 

Rabbski was trying to line people up for buses and 
into buddy bunches and assign chaperones. And it 


was especially hard since the buses weren’t there yet. 
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ACTUAL Ja 
[PHOTO OF —» wa 
RHONDELLA’S m 





RoYFeIEWD 

It was freezing, but also exciting. It was going to be 
awesome to have an adventure with Rhondella and 
WITHOUT her boyfriend. 

But then that didn’t happen. He was THERE even 
though he wasn't there, if you know what | mean. 

She kept trying to text him. And since cell phones were 
against the rules, she was making a big production out of 
doing it secretly by hiding the phone in her shirtsleeve, 
then taking it out, then hiding it, then taking it out, etc. 

“Why isn't he writing back?” she whined. 

"Uh, maybe because it's six in the morning and he 
isn't even up yet!" 

"Aw ... he's sleeping! I bet he is so cute when he's 
sleeping! And then he'll get up with his hair all mussy! 
Pm going to ask him to send a selfie the second he 
wakes up!" 


| didn't have the Fortune Wookiee and Han Foldo 


with me, but | knew what they would be saying: 


and["l C have a bad feeling about this." s a bad feeling about this." (have a bad feeling about this." fe 


But what | really needed was their advice! Because 
spending the whole day watching Rhondella send 
selfies back and forth with her boyfriend was not what 


| had planned! 


"Maybe it wouldn't be too late to switch," | thought... 

But right then Ms. Rabbski started yelling on the 
bullhorn again: 

"| need my group and Mr. Howell's group and Mrs. 
Porterfield’s group to go ahead and load up on the 
yellow bus. NOW!" 

| couldn't believe it! What Origami Yoda had told 
Tommy was right: For whatever reason, Howell was going 


on the field trip and... we'd be on his bus ALL day! 
| waved good-bye to Tommy. He looked pretty sad. X. — 


Harvey was standing next to him, complaining his head 35 


y 


off about something already. 


Just as we were getting on the regular bus, the REAL 


buses showed up. 







Bus Haiku 
by Sara 






Big buses roll in 
Roomy and magnificent! 






Ours is so small. Wug. 








The stress of lining everyone up and confiscating 
origami paper from Kellen, Tommy, and Dwight had 
completely worn away the niceness she had been 
showing since the school board meeting. 

"We're going to get a head start on those other 
buses," she barked. "They're a little bit faster... Plus, 
we may make a rest stop or two on the way... So stow 


yourself and get settled and no silly business. I'll review 


We walked back to our seats. The same boring, 
uncomfortable bus seats we always sit on. In fact, as I 
sat down | realized this WAS the same bus | ride every 
day. | recognized the patterns of chipped, scratched 
paint and the smell of despair... 

Was this worth it just to have a nicer bathroom? That 
would have been two minutes of embarrassment... 
but this was starting to seem like a whole day in the 


Sarlacc Pit. 





Harvey's Corm ment 


Well, how do you think I €eel? I have +o use the boys’ E 
bathroom all the time! So I have fo Cace the horror 

and indignity o€ peed-vupon-seats every day o€ my 

lite because of slobs like Tommy! 


me for peeing on toilet seats! I don't pee on the seats! I 
have never peed on a seat! Do you have any idea how 
strict my mother is about lifting the seat before you pee 
and then putting iT back down again? Next to NO 
DRINKS IN THE LIVING ROOM” it’s her number 
one rule. 


So, Sara, Or any other girls Whe end up reading this 


case file . » . ifs not me! 















3: TOSS Lhe TA 


MMODE ce c DIE 
CO eee 


oF TP. To FLUSH, 
THEN LOWER LID. 


ÅND DON'T FORGET To WASH YOUR HANDS, 


FoR CRYING ovT Lovpill E «€ WC 





PVE GOT AN EVEN 
BADDER FEELING 
ABOUT THis! 







BY AMY 











What was I thinking? | should have made Lance 
join Sara’g bug buddy group, instead of me going 
with hig! 

Here’s the rest of the group: Tommy and Harvey, 
Dwight and Kellen, Mike and Quavondo! (Kellen, 
pleage draw a geating chart.) 

Yeesh! These boys are louder than you could 
possibly imagine!!! 

They were quiet while Rabbski wag still here, 
because ehe came over and yelled at them first 


thing. Then ghe actually gearched their backpacks 
^ 


ZO CONFISCATED! 
pew 


PAPER CLIP gooGtY RUBBER BAND 
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SEATING CHART 
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BRAVE 
ENOVG-H 

























for origami paper and toys. She even searched 
mine! 

She took everything we had that wag made of 
paper, including Mike's Holocron Notebook. (He 
almost cried!) 
| begged her not to take my journal (which hae 
some very personal information in it). Luckily, she 
let me keep it—which ig how | have paper to write 
thig right now—but ehe made me promise not to 
tear eheete out of it since the boys would make 
origami with them. 

| told her, "Don't worry. The last thing | want ie 
to have them making puppete and doing Star Ware 
impreesions all day!” 

So the minute she got on the regular bug and 
drove away, they got loud and they've been that 
way ever since! 

You'd think our chaperone would make them 
be quiet, but you WILL NOT BELIEVE who our 


chaperone ig . . . 
OU 
Mr. Good Clean Fun. 
AND SOADY It PRE Se 





Yes, that’s right, he brought Soapy!!! 
And while other chaperones were reciting rules 
like “Stay calm,” “No yelling,” and stuff like that, 
Mr. Good Clean Fun wag saying stuff like: 


“Don’t bring home germs ag a gouvenirY 


He didn't have any real rules, like "Don't bug 










Amy." Not that | want to 9o on a field trip with a 
drill gergeant, but that would be better than thie 
herd of lawless boys. 

Everything they do turns into insanity. 

Like, before we left, the bug driver, C.J., 
opened up a big door on the side of the bus and 
pulled out these enormous coolere to hold our 
lunches. 

Okay, go you just line up and put your lunch in 
the cooler, right? Oh, no, the boys were pushing 
and shoving and throwing stuff. | didn’t want to get 
involved go | asked Lance to put my lunch in... and 
Harvey knocked it out of his hand and pretended he 
was going to sit on it . . . but then someone pushed 
him and he lost hie balance and actually DID sit 


on it! 
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OF THE 
HARVEY! 


So now I have a turkey gandwich with Harveu'e 





butt print on it to look forward to at lunch! 
When we got on the bus, Mr. Good Clean Fun 


held up an enormous backpack. 
Ia “ve brought two types of hand ganitizer—gele 
and wipes. No need to be stingy with it—l brought 


plenty! In fact, let's start this trip on the right foot 


by starting with clean hande!” 





Then he went down the aisle, squirting everybody, 
even people in other groups. 

“Okay, now lm just going to slip back and wipe 
down the bathroom for everyone! And I'll be sitting 
right back there next to the potty to give you a 
fresh equirt of sanitizer after you use it.” 

“A little squirt never hurt anything but dirt,” 
gcreeched Soapy. 

Thug began the reign of lawlessness. The other 
chaperones were sitting in the front of the bus and 
only turned around to try to hugh the bous once, 
when we passed Greenhill Plantation and they all 


started yelling and blowing raspberries. 


a ar £ WT ni Poo e Ev] 
fo- J 
x Em ba (moo-HOO TEARS) 





Ha rvey s Comment 


| just want 19 say that | thought i4 was Lance's E 
Junch and I would never have done that To your lunch, 
Amy. I apologize. 


My Comment: MMMMMM . . . Harvey Butt wich! A 
lunchtime favorite! Choose Regular or XE Spicy !! 


* ITI 





THE DARK SIDE IS STRONG 
ON THIS BUS ... AND SO IS 
THE SMELL OF PICKLE 


BY KELLEN 





As usual, this case file would be a total 
disaster without me! See, even though Rabbski 
took away Tommy's notebook and Mike's 
Holocron—which is also a notebook—she didn’t 
take my brother’s recorder thingy, which 


looks basically like a key chain. 





I knew I couldn’t record the whole trip— 
and who would want to?—but I kept it handy in 
case something unusual happened. 

So, naturally, when Tommy said, “Gross, 
Harvey! Did you just pull that out of your 


underwear?” I hit the rec button right away. 





So, here's what happened after Tommy said, 
"Gross, Harvey! Did you just pull that out of 


your underwear?" 


Harvey: \ [Evil chuckle. ] 


Tommy: | Whut the Hutt 1s that? 

Harvey: Heh heh heh heh . . . It has all 
happened as I have foreseen . 

[It was Harvey doing a voice like a dying cow 

with a British accent. | 

Tommy: Get it out of my face. Hey! I’m 
serious! It stinks! 

[Harvey was looking so freakishly pleased 

with himself that I wanted to punch him even 

before I figured out what he was up to. When 

I did figure 1t out, I REALLY wanted to punch 

him! 

He had an origami puppet on his finger. 
All black. It was like a black robe with a 
hood. And inside the hood was . . . a pickle. 
Actually, a wrinkly, nasty pickle slice with 


a couple of mean-looking red eyeballs stuck 


um Cer sor igi m 





= 





Mike: [Leaning over the back of the seat.] 
Is that Emperor Palpatine? 

Harvey: No. . . It's 

[He took a long pause, enjoying the fact that 
he had an audience. I wish I hadn't given him 
the pleasure of seeing me watch him in his 
moment of triumph. But how could you NOT look? ] 
Harvey: It's Emperor PICKLEtine! 

Tommy: Is that a real pickle? No wonder it 


stinks 








Pickletine:/Behold the power of the Sour Side 





of the Force! 
Mike: Uh, Harvey? Maybe you didn't notice 
the fifty times she said it, but Ms. 
Rabbski has banned origami on the 


field trip! 






Pickletine: /That may beso...Buttellme... 


where 1s your Ms. Rabbski now? 






Mike: She’s on another bus. 





Pickletine:/ Yes . . It is just as I 









. She is on another 


Heh 


have foreseen. . 








bus . And I am on THIS one! 











heh heh . . . You pathetic rule- 






followers have given up your Lukes 





and your Ob1-Wans and even your Yodas. 





You don't even have any of your 







precious little origami papers . 


And now I AM THE ULTIMATE POWER ON 






THIS BUS! 


Quavondo: [Next to Mike, also peeking over 





the seat back.] What if we tell, uh, 






Mr. Good Clean Fun? 


Oh . . . Do you think that little 





Pickletine: 


man will help you? 







[Even listening to the recording, the croaky 
smugness of Pickletine's voice 1s infuriating! 


Especially since he was right. At that 


moment, Mr. Good Clean Fun was passing out 
little packs of Kleenex to everyone. Well, 


actually, Soapy was the one passing them 


out. | 






The boogers on the bus go in the 


Kleenex, in the Kleenex, in er. 


of 


Soapy: 











Kleenex . 
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Kellen: Okay, fine, but what if I tell Miss 


Bauer? 







Pickletine:Yes Go right 


ahead. Turn in another student for 






making origami. Yes . . . Give in 


to your feelings! Tell on me! Strike 








me down! And once you tattle, your 








journey to the Sour Side will be 

complete." 

He's right. It would be pretty 

unstooky to tattle on him. 

Me (Kellen): So we've got to listen to the 
Emperor gripe at us all day? 

Mike: Yeah, and what if . . . you know... 

the pickle has . . . powers? 

Powers? 

Yeah, powers. Like Origami Yoda. 

What if Pickletine can use the Sour 

Side to make our whole field trip 

miserable? 

Me (Kellen): He's already doing that! I've 


been miserable since Harvey brought 


DEKE RIRE? 





him out. And Tommy's right. It DOES 
stink! NEW 
Mike: Wait a minute . . . Dwight! Dwight! NoPE’ 
Dude! Any chance you snuck Origami 
Yoda on board? Hopefully not in your 
underwear. 
Dwight: No, I left him at home... but... 
he did warn me that this might 
happen. 
Tommy: Really? What did he tell you to do? 






Dwight: He said, J'"Fruit Roll-Ups you must 


[He opened up a big brown paper bag. A sack, 

really.] 

Me (Kellen): Woah, dude! That is a LOT of 
Fruit Roll-Ups. 

Tommy: But that doesn’t do us any good! 


Me (Kellen): Yeah, especially since I hate 





lime . 







Pickletine:)Heh heh heh . . Yes, just as I 


had foreseen! 


E 





Lance: You foresaw that Kellen hates lime 


Fruit Roll-Ups? 





Pickletine:\No, you fool! I foresaw that your 


insignificant Origami Yoda and his 





stupid advice would be useless! Now, 

prepare to witness— 

Me (Kellen): Wait a minute, Tickletine! I 
think YOU need to witness THIS! 

Lance: Amy! Check it out!!! 

Amy: What is 1t? [I couldn’t see her, but 
1t sounded like she was rolling her 
eyes.] 

Lance: Dwight’s folding a Fruit Roll-Up! 

Amy : It just gets worse and worse 

[But the rest of us all had our eyes 

glued on Dwight and his Fruit Roll-Up. He 

had finished folding it—it was a five-fold 
emergency Yoda—and was sticking 1t on his 
finger. | 

Dwight:/ Fruitigami Yoda I am. Guide you I 




















Kellen: YES! In your face, Harvey! 

Voice of Authority: Is there a problem here? 

[It was Miss Bauer!] 

Miss Bauer: Lance, Mike, and Quavondo, I need 
you to sit on your bottoms and face 


forward. Kellen, you need to keep 







e your voice down. And Dwight, I see 
Fou are already eating. Well 
Okay . . . I guess it's okay for you 
all to start on your snacks. But 
go slow, they need to last you all 
the way to Washington. AND KEEP THE 
NOISE DOWN. You have been WAY too 
loud already! 
[A bunch of other kids wanted to know 1f they 
could eat their snacks, too, so Miss Bauer 
went back to the front of the bus and made an 
announcement about it. Then Mr. Good Clean 
Fun ran up to the front and yelled: "Don't 


snack on germs!!! And he started squirting 


sanitizer on everybody again.] 





Me (Kellen): Uh, Dwight. Did you just eat 
Fruitigami Yoda? 


ae [Gulps.] That's why I brought so 





many Fruit Roll-Ups. I can make a 
new one whenever we need it. See? 


iad he made another one. | 





pes Yoda II:/Return I will . Help 






you fight the Sour Side I will. 


à x 


[Then he ate that one, too.] 

Lance: [Turning around again.] How did you 
hide Pickletine from Miss Bauer, 
Harvey? Did you eat him, too? 

Tommy: No. He shoved it back in his under- 


pants. 


Ha rvey s Conmment 


Du dust +° be clear: Pickletine (a) is awesome, (b) 
requires some serious folding 1o make the robe, (CÓ 
actually looks like Palpatine because the pickle part 
looks all wrinkly, and (d) has evil eyes made Crom 
Red Hots Candies. 


Meanwhile, truitigami Yoda is Ca) lousy origami 
that Cb) doesn’t have arms, eyes, or even a Cace, and 
(cC) looks even more like a big booger than Paperwad 
Yoda. 

And most importantly: 

At no point did Pickletine Come in Contact with 
my underpants. | hid him inside my hooded sweat- 
shirt, not in my pants! 


My GO TES what kaw. 






(© YNDERPANTS HAVE 
SAILOR TEDDY REARS 
ON THEM. 


FRENZ Y! 


BY TOMMY, KELLEN, ANKE, 
LANCE, AND QUAVONDO 





= — = - 


Right after what happened in the last file 
happened, this happened: 
Dwight made ANOTHER Fruitigami Yoda. 





. . make stuff from 


NEEGEA 
The frenzy began! PES M 


Everybody started digging in their snack 


It said: 









"Oh, yeah . 





snacks should you, too!" 


bags to see what they had brought and what 
they could make. 
We made some semi-cool stuff—which will 


show up in the next file—but we had more 1deas 


than actual food. So Kellen has drawn the 


ones we couldn't make . 
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SOMEONE SAVE ANE 


BY AMY 








Remember what I told Rabbski? How the last thing 
| wanted wag everybody making puppets and doing 
Star Wars quotes all day? 

| wag wrong. The really truly laet thing | wanted 
wag everybody making FOOD puppets AND doing 
Star Wars quotes all day. 






| admit, | thought about making something, too, 
but all | had was a plastic baggie with some granola 


in it. My mom doesn't believe in junk food. 


iun But even if | had made something, | wouldn't 


have been go obnoxious about it! Or eo loud! These 


must be the loudest boys in the world! 


Here’s a little snapshot of my life: 
Lance makes cheese robot. 


Lance sticke cheese robot in my face. 


« i R crezwó- 
Lance yells, "I am General Cheegy-ug! Cower in CHEESE! 
NT 
i [2 ONE. 
fear, Jedi scum! E 


And then Mike bellows across the aisle: “Luke, | 
am your Funyun!” 

And then Kellen leane over from behind ug to 
holler am the Wheat ThinquisitorPJand part of SM 
hig puppet falle off and lands in my hair! 





And Harvey ig yammering away nonstop with 


hig pickle. 








And then Quavondo goes, )“OOH-SOME! 
Thege Goldfigh look kind of like Ackbar! Commence 


[?? 







attack on the main reactor!!! 
Then he flicke the Goldfigh with hig finger and it 


flieg acrogg the aiele and hite me in the forehead. 





“Oh, gorry, Amy!” 

Apology not accepted, Admiral Dipwad! 

| tried to talk to Lance about something elge 
... anything else . . . but he wag chomping on a 
whole pack of gum at once . . . (Not a good look, 
LanLan!) 





fte 
M 
IK. 


el 





"Jubet ba mibnute,” he globbered. "mb gboing 
to bmake Bubble Fett!” 

And then he did . . . 

So [ just looked out the window and wept silently 
to myself . .. The tears are streaming down my 
face and eplattering on my journal even ag [ write 


thie. (Not really, but close.) 


Ha rvey s Cornin ent 


Ss | agree with Amy! The behavior of the rest of you 





was loud, obnoxious, and embarrassing. 
However, | do have t9 point out: General Grievous 


My Comment: Thanks, Harvey. l' sure that makes 
Amy feel much better. 

Amy, on behalf of myself and the other boys: I 
apologize. We got carried away. 

But I do have to point out that it really only lasted 
about half an hour. After a while we ran out of ideas 
and some of us got hungry and ate the characters. 

Except o Emperor Pickletine, of course. Harvey 
continued to stick him in MY face every chance he got. 

I 








MADE YOU Look’! 


BY ANKE 

















After the snacks were gone, I got up to use the 


bathroom. I won't go into detail here, but let's 






| 
just say that the bus hit a bump right AP. |] | 


middle of things. 





Then, after I get out of the bathroom; Mr. RUMPI 
Good Clean Fun goes, "Did you wash your hands?" 
“Of course!" I said. 
"Did you use a paper towel when you touched 
the doorknob?" 
UN ccc hos WIN See re medn, it was 


more of a latch a r o DUE a x s NOT 


So he makes me go back into the bathroom, 








wash my hands again, and this time use d paper 
towel when I open the door. 


While I'm in there, he tries to make everybody 





GET THAT] Sing a song about it. Actually, it was more of 
d rap: "Don't Touch This!" 

So when I finally do come out of the bathroom 
(again)—using a paper towel, of course—everybody 
is looking at me. I think even Mace Windu would 
lose his cool over something like that! 

But then I had an idea. Since everybody was 
already looking at me, this would be a great 
time to start a game of "Made You Look." 

So, I pointed out the window and said, "Is 
x 8 that a hippo or a rhinoceros?" 

They all looked, and I said, "Welcome to 
‘Made You Look,’ the game show where you just 
looked out the window to see if an African land 
mammal was driving down the interstate. Winner 
of Round One is . . « MEI” 

"Made You Look" is a game that is exactly 
what it says it is. Me and Cyndi played it on 


the RightWayKidz van trip to Joyfest and we had 
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Joyfest. A LOT more! 


Basically, what you do is try to get the 
other person or persons to look out the window 
at something that is not there. You get a point 
for everyone who looks. And they get a point if 
they DON'T look. 60 

You can play by shouting, “OH, NO! We're 
about to hit a MOOSE!!!!" Or you can be more 
subtle and say something like "Huh, you don't 


usually see a moose this far south." 







"I'm afraid your pathetic attempt failed with 
said Emperor Puckletine/Harvey. 
fooled!” 

"Okay," I said. He was being a jerk, but I 
still wanted to be fair. “Well done. You get d 
point for not looking." 

"Oh, no,” said Amy. "Please tell me-we're not 
ACTUALLY going to play this!" 

"You already ARE playing it!" I said., 


“If I had Art2-D2, he would ee d 
really nasty at you," she said. 









"How rude," said Lance, “I for one am most 
intrigued by your game. Please explain the 
rules,” 

[ di: 

"| made Quavondo, Lance, Amy, Tommy, and 
Kellen look. So I've got five, Harvey and Dwight 
each have one for not looking." 

“The only reason Dwight didn't look was 
because he is trying to dig an old comb out of 
the bus seat,” said Kellen. 

Shot still counts,” I squid. 

"Uh, Mike?" asked Amy. “What happens if we 
redlly do see something out the window, like 
THAT!" And she pointed out the window, behind 
me. 

I turned around to see what she was talking 
about. There was nothing there. 

"Made you look!" said Amy, 


"You may have made some of your pathetic 


"Can it, Pickle-breath!" said Amy. "I know I 





got dt least four: Mike, Quavondo, Tommy, and 


ellen 


"Cattle stampede!” yelled Kellen, pointing 
out his window. 


No one looked. Obviously, no one was going to 
get fooled again right away, although Lance and 
Kellen kept trying. 

"Spaceship!" 

"Guy popping wheelies!" 

"The bus driver's asleep!" 


Dwight got everybody—except Harvey—by suddenly 






saying, "This comb has mummified boogers on it." 
(It didn’t, but Mr. GCF overheard and thought a 





used comb was disgusting anyway and made Dwight 
wipe his hands with two different kinds of wipes. 
He threw the comb into the toilet and then wiped 
his own hands with both kinds of wipes.) 

No one ever got Harvey. He refused to look 
for anything. If you tried to get him, he would 
just look at you and wave his stinky pickle and 
“Pitiful attempt!“/I decided Yt would be my 






goal to get him , aldt any cost, 


NT 
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Then Lance was saying, “Look; guys! It’s the 
regular bus! We're about to pass it!!!” 

I was tempted to look, but resisted. 

"NO, really! Really! I'm not playing the game! 
You're going to miss it!” 

"Hey! There's Sara!” said Amy, 


I couldn't resist anymore and glanced over. 





The bus really was there! 

We all jumped out of our seats and yelled and 
waved. Not just our “buddy bunch" but everybody 
on the bus. Obviously, the kids on the other bus 
couldn't hear us, but you know, it was one of 
those things, 

"Mr. Howell is on the bus!" yelled Tommy. 
"And he's naked!" 


I was looking for Howell during the first part of 





Tommy's sentence, but as soon as I heard "naked" I 
knew it was a part of the game and I turned away. 

This started a big argument over how many 
points Tommy should get. Tommy claimed that 
Harvey glanced out the window right then, but 


Harvey said he was just making sure that the 
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people on the other bus could see the magnificence 
of Emperor Pickletine (Yeah, I mesure they were 
real impressed.) 

This Just made me more determined to get 
Harvey fair and square and in a way that he 
couldn't argue his way out of. 

Also, Miss Bauer came to the back of the bus 
to fuss at ALL of us about the “naked” thing, 
even though it was Tommy that said it. Then she 


fussed at Mr. GCF and he promised to keep us 


quiet. So he started to lecture us about our 


behavior, but somehow it ended up being about 


how our bodies were changing and how we would 
need to start using deodorant, 
Werth it. Totally worth rt! 






Ha rvey s (COOL 


Even if | did ]ook—whiCch I did no4—1 still won the $i 


game by a million points! 


My Comment: W/hen we passed the bus, I got to wave 
at Sara and she waved back, and it looked like she was 





69 


4 
-3 


22 


mouthing the words T o I was worth youl I figured 
that was probably just what I wished she were saying, 
but later on she told me she really was Saying that, 


because she was having a terrible time. 
g 


BUT! Us waving af her helped Morou o n 








I HOPE YOU 
GZoYS WERE 
LISTENING TO MY 
TALK ASovT 
peobot(eAwTI 
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HAW ROLO + FORTUNE mem. 


HAN ROLO AND THE | 
FORTUNE COOKiEE 





BY SARA 











So, the first hour of my trip was this: 


Rhondella: [Looking at phone.] He hasn’t written yet! 
Rhondella: [Hiding phone.] When is he going to write? 
Rhondella: [Looking at phone.] He hasn't written yet! 
Rhondella: [Hiding phone.] When is he going to write? 
Rhondella: [Looking at phone.] He hasn't written yet! 
Rhondella: [Shoving phone in my face.] OMG!!! It’s from 
him!!!! OMG! He did send a selfie!!!! OMG! 
Isn't he cute? Look, Sara. Look! |  ————£7 
Rhondella: [Looking at phone.] | gotta send one backto 





SY ARTESPS RENDERING, IN REALITY, SARA 
WAS TALKING To A CHOCOLATE GLOB AWD 
À EACELESS BROKEN COOKTE. 
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him. Make sure Rabbski isn't looking while | 

take it. | wish my hair wasn't wonked! 
[FOURTEEN SECONDS OF BLESSED SILENCE.] 
Rhondella: [Shoving phone in my face.] OMG, here's 


another one. It’s. Even. Cuter! 


This is what | had been looking forward to? This is 
what | ditched Tommy for? 

If | had Darth Paper, | would have stood up and 
yelled*N000000007) Actually, | realized, if | had my 
Fortune Wookiee, he might have been able to help me 
out of this mess! 

But | had followed Rabbski's rule and left Chewie 
and Han Foldo at home. And, actually, that had been 
one of Rhondella's rules, too, when | asked her to sit 
with me. 

“Well,” | thought, “at least Rhondella’s drippy 
boyfriend will be at school soon and the texting will 
stop and then I'll get her to myself for a while." 

But then she said, “OMG, SARA! He's going to sneak 
his phone into school today! So we can text all day long! 


He's sooooooooo sweeeeeeet!" 





| was just about to hide under the seat for the rest of 
the trip, when everybody on our side of the bus started 
pointing out the window. 

It was one of the fancy buses passing us. It was hard 
to see through the tinted windows on their bus—ours 
didn't have tinted windows, of course—but it looked 
like they were all waving and yelling. 

Then | saw somebody who HAD to be AMY (judging by 
the hair), and next to her was a skinny shadow (Lance!) 
waving some sort of blob at me. And then behind him 
was someone tall—Harvey?—definitely waving some 


sort of black thing at me. And leaning over in front of 





him was... Tommy! It must have been. Or maybe that 
was just who | wanted to see. 

Anyway, | think it was. 

And then, suddenly, smooshed up against the glass 
was a blob... with BIG EARS! .. . YODA! Dwight had 


made an Origami Yoda somehow! But then it looked 





like he ate it... 
And then | realized Tommy was waving a puppet, 
too. It looked sort of like... Big Bird? * 


"| wish | was with you,” | mouthed at him. 


X% N FIGURE OVT 
NOBODY da : 
WHAT SARA x5 TALKING ABOUT j 
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All that happened in about ten seconds as the fancy 
bus cruised by us and headed on down the highway, 
leaving us in the dust... 

BUT | was better off than | had been. | realized what 
you guys had done. You made Star Wars characters out 
of your snacks! (Well, Yoda was the only one | really 
recognized, but | mean, duh, what else are you guys 
going to make?) | hoped Rabbski hadn't looked closely 
enough to see them! 

And now I knew how to get the help | needed. 

Rhondella was still YIPPY-YAPPY and peeking at her 
phone every two seconds, then hiding it again, then 
getting it out again... infinity. 

| got out my snack bag. 

The FORCE was with me! Gingersnaps...notonly my 
favorite cookie...butonly a couple of snaps away from 
being a fairly decent Fortune Wookiee . . . make that a 
Fortune Cookiee! 

(Kellen, please draw a picture for me!) 

Well, of course, it didn't work like the real Fortune 
Wookiee, with flaps to lift to get answers, but | was 


sure it would help. | spelled out “Help me, Chewbacca, 


you're my only hope” and landed in the lower-left 


portion of the cookie. | turned it over and... Of course 


there weren't words on the cookie. But the message , 


was in my head:\“RGGGHHRRRRWWWRR!!!” 

Oh, no! | needed Han Foldo to translate! 

| had a couple of granola bars. | guess one would 
sort of look like Han in carbonite, but what good would 
that do me? He couldn't talk while in the carbonite. 

“Rhondella, can | see your snacks?" | asked. 

She handed her bag over without looking up from 
her phone. 

“Maybe she's got some ham for Ham Solo,” | 
thought. “Or flan! Her family is always eating flan! Flan 
Solo to the rescue! . . . But, no... just an entire bag of 
Hershey's Kisses." 

“Pd sooner kiss a Wookiee!” | thought... But that 
didn't do me any good, either. 

So | started asking around . . . and struck gold! 
Cassie had brought Rolos! HAN ROLO! 

| used my fingernail to scratch a smiley on one. 
It didn't look much like Han Solo (picture, please, 
Kellen!) ... 
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ty 
... BUT IT WORKED! by 
“Chewie says the phone’s got to go!” 


“But how?" (This was all in my head, by the way.) 


Chewie: eS) Un | 


Han: He says, "Throw it out the window, kid! 






; 


Me: No way! Rhondella would make me pay for it! 


Rabbski would kick me out of school! 











Han Oh, yeah, Rabbski . . . She's tougher than 
Bossk on a bad day! She'll handle itfor you . . . 

Me: How can... 

Han You need to think like a scoundrel, kid! 





| was better at thinking like a scoundrel than | 
expected. | figured it out in about thirty seconds. The 
answer was so simple! 

| snuck across the aisle to whisper with Jen. | knew 
she had smuggled a phone on board the bus, too! 

"l've got a Ventress-style job for you," | whispered. 


"Wait ten minutes. Then call Rhondella. Hang up and 


"Can't | just text her?” 









1M À RENEGADE 

SITH TURNED 
govwTY HUNTER, NoT 

A TELEPHONE OPERATORI 






DIAL PEOPLE: + | 
“No, you need to call.” + DESTROY THEM! 


66 B ut—” 


“Shhh! If she ever asks why you called, keep my 





name out of it. Just say you must have butt-dialed her 
by accident...” 

“But—” 

“Pll explain later. And... l'llowe you one.” 

| don’t think Rhondella even noticed | had talked 
to Jen. She was busy taking more photos of herself to 
send to that dumb boyfriend. 

“Let me take one,” | said. “I’ll get a better angle.” 

“Okay, but be careful not to let Rabbski see my 
phone,” she whispered. 

| took a photo and may have “accidentally” turned ere 
the ringer on. Then | gave her the phone and she went 
back to her boyfriend. 

And then about ten minutes later, her phone rang! 
It went off SUPER LOUD!!! Her ringtone was blaring: 
“UH-HUH! KISS THIS KISS!!! UH-HUH! KISS ME! KISS 
THIS—” 

Then it suddenly stopped before Rhondella could 


even switch it off. 





Rabbski was on top of us before the echo had died 
away... 

The phone was confiscated. Rhondella grumbled for 
half an hour. 


And then I had her to myself the rest of the day! 


Harvey's Comment 


ais A brilliant plan, Sara! MoST IMPRESSIVE! 


My Comment: Wow, I have to agree. i didnt Know 


Sara was capable of scoundrel-like behavior! 
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PICKLETINE VS. 
APPLESEED 


BY ANKE 

















I'm agemring a lite anneved with my Jone dS 
Holocron Keeper. 

IOS. Oey demung einen Wee Were batting 
the Miorces Of Edu Funeria a but nowa m 
basically just cataloging Harvey's complaints, 
whines, Cndeigidities; (Thate a Murky -Ism . 


lt means midem Latemenmus, 2) 





And as annoying as Harvey is on his own, 
he's even more annoying when he's wiggling his 
Emperor Pickletine at you and making him insult 


YOU: 


EAA 


j | your journey to the Sour Side will be complete.” 
It's probably for the best that Rabbski 






Mindent Voua emmi sta enn. . . qos 












great many things.” 





"Can you chew more quietly, puny human?" 
GT 





is as I have foresmelled 
pitiful bagel chips have made your breath smell 
like feet." 


bci , GOO... Gall, reel your anger soon 








confiscated. theWHelocron; so Fl diam t Mice 
epi ggred tO White it Gl Aon nose wdre JUSt 
the ones T remember, 

Of course, I remember the whole Johnny 
Appleseed incident perfectly: 

Amy goes, “Oh, look, a giant statue of Johnny 


Appleseed.” 


Nobody looks, 
"No, seriously, guys—look!” L4 
y, guy j d 


Nobody looks, 
"tanbgn v. « L order you tTomMook QUICK" 
(LanLan is her disturbing boyfriend name for 


bance.) 
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Lance looks: 





"Holy Wampa HeinielW dtu S a giant Johnny 
Appleseed!" 

At this point, dligehe other Kids of the bus 
Were ooking, olt GOUT Side, too, dha saying, 
nny weigpleseed!"— coe "cse JUS tin 
Biebeémhelding an apple!” 

som figured it was safe to lOOKm@eAnd so did 
Quavondo, Tommy, and Dwight. 

lines STOOK Yet t= There really ally, 


actually was a huge statue of Johnny Appleseed 









in front of a restaurant! 
But Harvey WOULD NOT LOOK! And by that time, 
we had passed it. 
other qam düNSNDECC -and another 
DOIDnteror m tne true Champion of this gameti 
ZB. it We eal, Harve 
Apua Sure imEwgs. Now Iget a point 
for everybody that claimed they saw it 
apolrssqx, Ie should say. Making me tieswanner 


and true cham—" 






"No, you idiot," said Amy] “It WAS there. You 


s 
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get nothing! You should get negative points for 


missing It!” 






“Wrong!” S spat- Emperor Plektetine: 
never trick mes tro ESSO TT 
"| am not wrong! You are wrong! And a butt! 
And if you ever talk to me like that again—" At 
this point Amy was leaning across the aisle and 
trying to squash Pickletine! 

“Okay, fine," said Harvey. "Believe any little 
thing your little brain wants to! I'm wrong, 
and there really is a giant Johnny Appleseed. 


And he has a magic apple that sings songs 


“OT Course ONE C Tommy TOS SERES ITUR IURI 
eu 

“Is there a problem back here?" said Miss 
Bauer. "Where is your chaperone? Mr. Good Cl- 
Ef a a AGOM?“ 


Mr. Good Clean Fun stuck his head out of the 


e 


tiny bathroom. 













-—— ——Ó——Ór"? 





"Just giving the potty a Little  midtrip : 
cleaning!” he said, slathering his hands with | 
sanitizer. Then he whispered: "There's been some 
sprinkling a.” 

“Well,” said Miss Bauer. “There’s* been some 


yelling out here and I think—" 





"I*we gowENISI the thina for that,” 
Good Clean Fun,]/"Another SING-ALONG! We'11 turn 
these GRUMPERS into GRINNERS!” 


So he taught us this song called "Anger Is 














the Most Contagious Germ," and we all had to 
Sing the chorus with Soapy and pretend we were 
washing our hands. 


“Scrub. Scrub. Scrub out the anger!” 





Miss Bauer stomped back to her seat. It 
definitely did not look like she had scrubbed 
all her anger out! 

But the song actually worked, sort of. It 
did settle everything down as far as no more 
yelling, but Amy looked like she was about to 
explode and we had to cancel the "Made You Look” 


game for the rest of the trip. 


E 


AF 





Harvey's Con meni D 


NE Cancel the game? oh, no... I'm afraid it wasn't 
Canceled. It was Won... by me! You all just gave up 
because | AM THE SUPREME MASTER of THE GAME 


My Comment: Excuse me, Supreme Master? Maybe 
youd like to take a look at this picture, which Jen took 
with her smuggled cell phone when her bus went past 
the statue . . . 


Harvey's Second Comment 


EN No Comment. 
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TOP 5 WEIRD THINGS 
DWIGHT DiD ON THE BUS 


< BY KELLEN 











1) Dwight put his seat back while going, 
"Pshhhhh." Then he let it come forwardwitha 
"Cha-kawwwww-pfft." Put his seat back 
while going, “Pshhhhh.” Let it come 
forward with a "Cha-kawwwww-pfft." Put 
his seat back while going, “Pshhhhh.” 
Let it come forward with a "Cha-kawwwww- 
pfft." REPEAT, until Mr. Good Clean Fun 
told him to stop. I think 1t was seriously 


the only time Mr. GCF told any of us to 
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2) After that, he just clicked the button for 
putting the seat back about . . . oh, I'd 


guess: 2 million times. 








3) Every time we hit a bump—and there were 
ake lot of them—Dwight would go “WAH!” and 
throw whatever he was holding up in the 
Vair, like the bump was fifty times bigger 
than it was. EVERY TIME!!!! 


f | 4) He went to the bathroom. And then when he 
D tried to come out, he kept rattling the door. 
Then we heard him yelling, “Squirrels, come 
save me!!!" So I yelled, “Dwight, there’s 


a little latch you have to flip.” A second 
later he comes out like absolutely nothing 
had happened. Of course, he forgot to use 
a paper towel on the door latch. So Mr. 
GCF made him go back in to wash again. Next 
thing I know he's shouting, “Squirrels, 
come save me!" AGAIN! "Dwight! Flip the 
latch WITH A PAPER TOWEL!!!!" T yelled. 

Sox. No wAT 
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5) Since his snack was all Fruit Roll-Ups, I 
gave Dwight some Cheetos. A small handful, 
maybe six or seven. By the time he was 
done with the Cheetos, his entire shirt 
was covered in orange fingerprints! How 1s 
it even scientifically possible? It was 
only six Cheetos! They don't have THAT 


much orange powder on them! 


Ha rvey s Comment 


Kellen, you have my sympathy. You got the worst bus "a 
buddy, but you handled i+ with grace and dignity. 


My Comment: The worst bus buddy? n I didn t know 
it was a Contest, but I CAN think of another possible 


winne «Cough» Harvey <Cough>ingham <Cough>. 


Kellen's Comment 
YEAH, ACTUALLY, 27M woT COMPLAINING- ABouvT E 
DWIGHT -WELL MAYBE NUMBER Two, HE WAS A 
PRETTY FYN BUYS BUDDY, AWD AT LEAST HE DIDNT 
[REMOVED FOR SPOILER ALERT REASONS] exke 
HARVEY DID! 
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NEWS FROM 
THE SLOW BUS 


BY CASSIE 














Tommy, Cassie here. 
Jen loaned me her phone so | could e-mail you a live 


report [rom our bus. | know you wont get it until you get 






Ke home, but there's not much else to do right now, SO: 
VES 
NE Ss 


The good news: Sherlock Dwight was right, we did 





stop at a rest stop! So much better than peeing on the 
bus!! 

The bad news: Riding with Rabbski AND Howell isnt 
exactly Happy Happy Fun Fun! Rabbski settled down 
after a jittery start, but nobody wants to start her off 
again by acting too crazy or making too much noise. ©) 


As for Howell's buddy bunch . . . they're afraid to 
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move! He's griped at them about every little thing, SO 

now they are just sitting quietly. Poor little things! S 
Well, Jen wants her phone back because she's afraid 

Rabbski is going to catch me, so ... re: 

P.S. Sud SAYS: XOXOXOXO q 


P.P.S. Say hi to Kellen for me. ROTO | 


Ha rvey s Comment 


I€ | had realized how much the toilet on the bus was prd 
going to smell, | would have listened t0 Sherlock 
Dwight, 499. Can no one Ligure Vt how +° get the 

smell t» blow out the back of the bus instead of 
forward into the seating area? this awlul mix of 

normal bathroom smells and highly Toxic brain- 
eating Chemicals that are supposed +o smell like 
Clowers. | think it ate away at my brain cells... 

it’s like Funtime in a bottle. 


My Comment: The bathroom smelled bad? Gee ] didn’t 
notice... BECAUSE SOMEONE WAS WAVING 


Also |. eV hat Seah Cases PIE.S.? Could aie 
be- VDoosmiiumeda e 1 Ihe t 
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THE REST OF 
THE BUS TRIP | 


BY TOMMY 














After that, things were a little unpleasant 
and a lot boring. 
Amy was genuinely mad and spent all her 


time grumbling to Lance. 


j 


Harvey kept right on complaining and making 
Pickletine chuckle and be nasty. 

I spent all my time wishing I had picked 
a different seat partner. I begged Kellen to 
switch with me, but he was like: "Are you 
crazy?" 

Plus, he and Dwight were busy trying to 


fold a Van Jahnke Yoda from a fruit roll-up. 





Gest 
vow YH 
Quavondo and Mike were trying to think of 
every famous dog from TV, books, and movies, 
but because of where they were sitting it 
was hard for me to keep up with them, and 
every time I suggested something—Rowlf of 
the Muppets, for example—they would say, 


“Already got him.” So that got boring, too. 

The one interesting thing that happened 
before we got to D.C. was when we turned off 
Interstate 81 onto Interstate 66. 

“Execute Order 66,” the bus driver said 
over his microphone. We had the coolest bus 
driver in the world! Unlike a lot of adults, 
this dude knew his prequel plot points! 

I thought turning onto a different road 
meant we were getting close, but we just kept 
going and going. 

Finally, we started seeing stuff. First, 
the road got really wide, with lots of narrow 
lanes. Then tons of traffic. Then the subway— 
which 1S aboveground in some places. Then 
we were crossing a bridge and we saw the 


Washington Monument! 
ORDER 66° 
THAPS A Rte X 
(O-4, G-OOD 
BuDpyl 




















AGE 








Miss Bauer got on the microphone and started 
telling us what to look at: 

The Jefferson Memorial. The Lincoln Memo- 
rial. The Kit Fisto Memorial. Etc., etc. 

We stopped at the Washington Monument, and 
we all got out and walked around and touched 
1t, but we didn’t get to go up in it. Miss 
Bauer told us about how one of the stones in 
it was from near where we live. 

Then we walked to the Lincoln Memorial and 
back. (CERE Te Force Be WET Yo De 

Then we drove past the White PP 
was pretty cool, but we didn't get out. And 
then we drove past the Capitol and stopped 
at the National Mall, which isn't really 
a mall. It's just the empty space between 
all the museums. And the bus dropped us off 
near where the other buses from school were. 
I couldn't wait to see Sara, but her bus 
wasn't there yet. 

Our bus driver unloaded the coolers so we 


could get out our lunch bags, and then he 

_, YAY! THIS 
SUTTWICH 

ES SJELL 
FRESH! 
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drove away to park the bus somewhere. Lance 
asked him what he was going to do while we 


went into the museum. 







"Clean up the crud you kids have dropped 


\ 


all over my bus,"7he said. Maybe he es ic | 
so cool after all. 

So then we went with Mr. Good Clean Fun to 
look for a place to eat lunch. 

All the other buddy bunches got to sit 
under trees. But Mr. Good Clean Fun said 


that was a perfect place to get a "topping of 





bird dropping" on your sandwich. So we had 


to stand around on the sidewalk. 


Harvey's Comment 


| lost my appetite after he said “topping of bird mA 
dropping.” 


My Comment: Yeah, and then he made us all use another 
round of hand sanitizer. It left my hands so smelly, ] 
could barely eat my sandwich without gagging. 

i Kept waiting for Sara’s bus to get there! But it was 


MMM... 
JUST WHAT THIS 
BVITWICH NEEDED! 
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so slow!!! It was starting to seem like | wouldn't even 
see Sara all day because her buddy group was going to 
a different museum. 

Seeing some of the buildings had been kind of cool, 
but so far this field trip wasn t the sort of life-changing 
adventure that Origami Yoda had predicted! W/e had 
fought so hard for it and now it was starting to 
seem like it wasn't worth it. 

But then things got 


WORSE 


NosTevL| Pik Por! 
GRYNDLY| TOTAL 
FISHMASTER DISASTER! 
IVE GOT A SAD FEELING 
ABouT THIES! BLU-RAY 
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ORIGANNi YODA AND THE 
EMBARRASSING STAIN, 
EPISODE N 


BY KELLEN 


















Why me? 


How come I’m the one who always ends up 
looking like an idiot THROUGH NO FAULT OF MY 
OWN? 









Whose fault was it this time? Lance’s! My 
EX-FRIEND Lance! ——— 
You remember the rule about packing your 
lunch on this trip, right? We were supposed 
to bring a bottle of water or maybe juice or 


something like that. NO SODA was the rule! NO ^ 
UNG YY, | 
SODA!!! ! BATHA PON a 








It turns out there was a very good reason 
for that, beyond just the high-fructose corn 
syrup and stuff. 

So, we're all standing around because Mr. 
Good Clean Fun wouldn't let us sit down to 
eat. Everybody 1s unpacking their lunches and 
wishing they had brought something better. 
(Everyone except Dwight, who was perfectly 


happy because he had brought a frozen Rib-B-Q 





patty that had only thawed partway, so it was 
basically a Rib-B-Q-Sicle.) 


Lance: Look at this, dudes! I have in my 
hands the stookiest thing ever! 

[Well, that seemed worthy of hitting the rec 

button for.] 

Harvey: The same nasty, stained water bottle 
you bring to school every day? 
Whoopie! 

[For once, I was in complete agreement with 


Harvey. ] 





Lance: | That's the beauty of it! It looks 
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the same as always. But it’s not the 
same as always. I figured out how to 
do this field trip in style! 

Me (Kellen): With a stained water bottle? 

Lance: Dude, it’s what's IN the water bottle 
that counts. 

Harvey: Okay, could we just skip to the 


end of this? What is in the water 


bottle? 

Lance: Mountain Dew! 

Mike: You're not allowed to have soda for 
lunch! 


Lance: Duh, I know! That's why it's hidden 


in my usual water bottle. we 


Before I go any further, I need to tell you 
what Lance’s water bottle was like, in case 
you're somebody reading this case file one 
hundred years from now and don’t know what 
I'm talking about. 


It's a plastic bottle that once upon a time 
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it. They are mostly rubbed off or covered in 
grime by now. On top is a screw-on lid with 
this really grungy straw that sticks out. The 
straw has its own screw-on cap so that water 
doesn't leak out. 

"So, you guys enjoy your water while I take 
a big swig of DEW!" said Lance. 


“Wait, wait . . . ," said Dwight. 


And Dwight started folding up a Fruit Roll- 












Up. 

But Lance didn't wait. He was reaching for 
the straw cap. 

The Fruit Roll-Up was starting to look 
like Yoda. Just another two folds to go . 

Lance's fingers started to unscrew the straw 


cap . 





said Origami Yoda, Xbut beware of—” 


The cap came off. 


The Mountain Dew exploded out of the straw! 
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A bright yellow streak arced through the 


air, right across the sidewalk . 
. Shimmering for a moment in the bright 
sunlight . 
. . dancing in the air, with the Washington 


Monument and the cherry trees as a backdrop 


like a yellow rainbow over our 

nation's capital 
. a yellow rainbow that ended . . . on 
my pants! 


And you know WHERE on my pants it landed, 





right? 

Harvey and Tommy went into hysterics. Amy AFTER 
was like, “Oh, My Nox!!” And Lance just stood 
there with a big, dumb Jar Jar smile! 

And then suddenly, another whole busload 
of kids was unloading right there onto the 
sidewalk! 

“NOOO!” I thought. "Not . . .” 

But it was . . . It was Rhondella's bus. 

And there she was . 

99 a 








She didn't laugh. Everybody else from that 
whole bus laughed, but she didn't. 

And somehow that made it even worse. 

"It's not pee! It only LOOKS LIKE PEE!" 
yelled Lance as they all trooped past. And 
that DEFINITELY made it worse. 

So I'm standing there on the National Mall 
with a big stain that looks like pee but isn’t 
pee and I know finally, once and forever, that 


I will never, ever, ever have a chance with 







Rhondella. The dream is dead. 


Fruitigami Yoda:\All of pants you must wet. 


Me: Great. . . thanks . 


Ha rvey s Comment 


a Dew or Dew not, there is no dry! 


My Comment: Oh. man. that VAN hysterical Tr S 
but Tea Sorry about the Timing with Rhondella and 
everything, Kellen. But trust me, it wasn’t the Mountain 
Dew’s fault. Rhondella just doesn t like you. 


TURTLE!!! 


BY LISA 


Tommy, do your case files absolutely have to be about 
Star Wars and origami? Because this one doesn't have 
either, but our part of the field trip was so awful that 
we feel like it needs to be remembered in some way. 
I'm thinking about cross-stitching it on a pillow for Mrs. 
Porterfield, but since | don’t know how to cross-stitch, 
that may not happen. 

Me and Jacob both signed up to be in Mrs. 
Porterfield’s group so we could go to the Natural History 
Museum with her. 


she was very excited for us to see the glyptodon. That's 
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a prehistoric mammal that looks like a turtle. But of course, 
It’s not a turtle because it's a mammal, not a turtle. 

So, the place is packed and we have to jam our way 
past the dinosaurs to get to the prehistoric mammals. But 
we get there and there is the glyptodon and it's the size 
of a Mini Cooper and Mrs. Porterfield says: 


"Okay, troops! Here's the—" 


That was not Mrs. Porterfield, that was a little kid. 
"Well, no, actually it's a—^ 


That was ANOTHER little kid. 


And that was ANOTHER little kid! 
It was, like, a whole school full of little kids and they 


were all tied to each other and every single one had to 


And Mrs. Porterfield kept trying to tell them what it 
really was and they were drowning her out: “TURTLE 
TURTLE TURTLE TURTLE TURTLE." 

“Would you like me to explain what this really is?” Mrs. 
Porterfield asked the teacher of the little kids. And that 


teacher gave her a look like, "Whatever." 
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So Mrs. Porterfield goes, “Now, | know this looks a lot 
like a turtle, but it's really a—" | & IA $e 
This was ANOTHER whole group of kids that were 


coming in from the dinosaur hall. 


Now it was so crowded that we were all basically 
pushed on into the next room, where there was a 
mammoth. 

“Well!” said Mrs. Porterfield. “| guess we may as well 


look at this—" 


WS 
/ 

The glyptodon is my favorite prehistoric mammal. A Tm 
Jot o€ people don't realize its importance in the early 
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ice-ąage ecosystem. There are actually Cour major 
types of [The rest of this comment has been deleted. | 


My Comment: 
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PAPER AIRPLANES 


BY LANCE 


Okay, Ill write this chapter, since I was the one that 
started the whole thing. 

After the Mountain Dew incident, we went into the 
Air and Space Museum. 

It was nice... walking around looking at space stuff 
while holding hands with Amy and making dumb jokes 
to try to cheer up Kellen. 

We had all come out of that exhibit about rockets. 
Which, by the way, was "total rockets!" 

Then Dwight had to go to the bathroom, so we were all 


waiting around for him. 
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We were in that giant, giant room that takes up most 








of the museum and is, like, five stories tall and has all 
those amazing airplanes and spaceships and things 
hanging down from the ceiling. And since we were on 
the second floor, we were standing at the railing of the 
balcony part looking out at all the stooky stuff. Even if 
they don't have the Millennium Falcon, you still can't 
help but look at all those planes and rockets and space 
capsules and stuff and say, "Wow!" 

“You Know,’ I said, "this would be the most massively 
waffle-tastic place in the universe to throw a paper 
airplane!” Le 

“Great idea, Lance!” said Kellen, waving his Treasure T 
Hunt worksheet. "Let's DO IT!" 

Oh, if you weren't on the field trip, you won't know 
what worksheet I'm talking about. Miss Bauer handed 
out these worksheets to us when we split up to go see 
the museums. It was the only piece of paper we were 
allowed to have all day! 

It had a big grid inside a treasure chest and you 
had to fill out boxes that said stuff like: "The biggest 


» u 


thing you saw." "The most valuable thing you saw.” 
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We know 
you'll 
DIG 
D.C.!!!! 
























Fill in the chart below with the thing you saw. 
RDEST 
WOR 


Ex. The BEST thing}!!! 
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(IF ANY) 
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B B Milli 
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(Want to 
learn more 
about it?) 
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EFFICIENT 























"Ihe oldest thing you saw. And on and on. There 
were, like, twenty-five boxes. I had only filled in three 
so far. 
So, like I was saying, Kellen held his worksheet up 
and said, "Let's do it." 
And Amy goes: "Do you know how much trouble 
you'll get in for that?" C LALALA PAPER CUT! JJ 
"With Mr. Good Clean Fun?" I said. "Who cares? He'll : 


just make us sing a song about paper cuts or something." 







"What about the people who get hit on the head with 


LALALA 
PAPER curl 


“NO, I mean what about when they get mad at you?" 






your airplane, smart-butt?" said Amy. 





"Okay, they can sing, too." 





“No problem,” said Kellen. “We watch the planes glide 
a ways, then we all go to the bathroom, too. By the time 
they hit the ground, there will be nothing but an empty 
balcony to look at up here." 

“T still think we could get into trouble," said Mike. 

"Fine, don't do it," said Kellen. "But so far this field 
trip has been totally nostrul and I am going to do at 


least one completely stooky thing today that's worth 





oe THATS How 
BIRB FORTUNA 
GOT THOSE 
THINGS 
ON HTS 
HEAD! 









“I think we should ask Origami Yoda first," said Mike. 
Harvey pulled Pickletine out of his shirt pocket just 


enough for his pickley face to stick out. 






“Oh ... Tm afraid you'll find that your pitiful Jedi 
friend is still in the bathroom with Dwight." 

I was about to tell Harvey to shut it, when Kellen said: 
"Perfect! Thank you, Harvey.” 

And Harvey was all, "Whuh?" 

Kellen went over to Mr. Good Clean Fun. "You might 
want to check on Dwight. He's not back from the 
bathroom yet." 

Mr. GCF—who had been wiping the balcony railing 
with a moist towelette—went off to the bathrooms. 

“If Kit Fisto was here, he'd be very disappointed by 
your lies and treachery!” said Quavondo. 

"Whos lying?” asked Kellen. “Dwight ISN'T back from 
the bathroom and he probably DOES need someone to 
go look for him.” 

“Well,” said Quavondo, “then, I’m going, too, because 
you guys are going to get in huge trouble.” And he went 


off after Mr. GCF. 


“Okay,” I said, “how fast can you guys fold?" 
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THE Lock PART 

“I wish I had my Star Wars Flyers book!” said Tommy. 
“It’s got some amazing airplanes in it!” 

“Dude,” I said, "there's no time. Fold a Nakamura Lock 
and get ready to throw.” 

In case you don't know, the Nakamura Lock is one of 
the best airplanes ever invented—it flies great AND it is 
pretty quick and easy to fold. I have a modified version I 
like to use that only has ten folds. 

“Want me to make you one, Amy?” I asked when I saw 
she wasn't folding. 

"I m perfectly capable of making my own plane,” she 
said, “but in this case I'll remain a spectator." 


“I'm folding my Flying Vader,” said Harvey. 


“Uh, Vader doesn’t fly,” said Kellen. ELYING 


“This one does,” said Harvey. “Now be quiet so I can 
concentrate.” 

Harvey, who had been talking nonstop Dark Side 
narnar all day, asks US to be quiet! HA! 


“I wish I had some tape,” said Tommy, which—I’m © 


sorry, dude—is a very embarrassing thing to say. 
"Okay, everybody ready?" I asked, holding up my 
NakLock (pronounced “Nock Lock”). 
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No o SN + 
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"Yep," said Kellen. 
"Just a minute," said Harvey. 


“We don't have a minute!” I said. 





" Well, I'm not finished yet!" 
“Too bad, dude. Let's throw all together, in five .. ." 


|? 


“... and get ready to run for the bathroom!” said Kellen. 


Al 


‘Tm going to regret this,” said Mike. M 
“Hey, that's MY line," I said. "Two..." WA 
“Tm not doing it,” said Mike. el 


— 


“Four...” 


‘Tm not done!” said Harvey. 





mne 
"Let me tweak the elevator flaps and adjust the 


"For luck,” she said. “And now I'm getting out of here 


dihedrals!" whined Harvey. 
gne 


“All right, I’m doing it,” said Mike. 





Amy kissed me on the cheek. 


because I have a bad feeling about this." 

Me, personally, I had a great feeling about it. I could 
tell I had a great plane. I tapped the wings up just a bit 
tor litt and. 
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“THROW!” I whispered loudly. 

We all threw—me, Kellen, and Tommy. (Mike 
chickened out and didn't throw his.) 

Tommy's—which was just a basic glider with some 
fins—actually flew fairly well, doing a decent stair-step 
pattern and going fairly straight toward the windows on 
the far side of the museum. 

The Nakamura Locks folded by me and Kellen were 
amazing! Mine started to do a loop, went way up, stalled 
out, and then started the most amazing float you have 2 


EVER seen! 


arc all the way across the space, just curving left a tiny bit. 


Then Harvey goes: "ARGGH! I told you to wait!" / 





Then he flings his Flying Vader over the edge. 


A 


And I forgot all about watching mine fly. (In fact, I 


never found out where it landed!) e TA. & 


All I could do was watch Flying Vader. i 


Ju like T anid. Vaderdoesn t tly. i 

It fell like it had been blasted out of the sky by the 
Millennium Falcon. I seriously didn't know paper could 
fall that fast. 


A. 


| 
I forgot about running for the bathroom ... I stood 


| 
there like an idiot and looked over the railing to watch 


it crash and ... | 
Welle. | 
jU d 1o ens . 3 
onto... ( 
ontom l 


No. I can't say it. It's too horrible. It's too terrible. 


| 
"We're doomed," I whispered as I looked over the 


railing at... | 
zie. | 
aee \ 
at Mr. Howell. | 


Flying Vader had dropped like a rock just as Mr. 
Howell was walking out from underneath the balcony 


we Were on. | 


It hit him on the head. | 


| 
| 


Then there was a disturbance in the Force. 


He looked at it. 


Then he looked up at us. 








Ha rvey s Comment 


THE FLYING VADER WoULD HAVE oUT-fLown ALL ot E 
YoURS If YoU HAD GIVEN ME oNE MINUTE To ADJUST 
THE DIHEDRALS/!//! 


My Commis wal Litece saw-isvamiterenimironme nan 
] saw, because I didn’t see Harvey throw the FALLing 
Vader. I was too busy watching Kellen’s plane 
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THE BELL X-I 


BY TOMMY 








So, I was watching my plane go and Kellen’s 
was up above it—admittedly flying better than 
mine—and then all of a sudden: BLAP! Kellen’s 
plane hit one of the cables that they use to 
hang the planes from the ceiling. And Kellen’s 
plane just went THWACK and then dropped down 

. ONTO THE WING OF THE ACTUAL PLANE! Then 
it just sat there. 


“Wug . . . , Kellen and I croaked at the 





same time. 


Then we heard a voice! A loud voice. A 








I looked down to see Mr. Howell rubbing his 
head and bellowing up at us. 

Then there was another voice. 

This wasn't the Voice from 

Below, it was the Voice from Right Behind Us! 

We whirled around to see someone else 

shouting at us. Someone we had never seen 


before. Someone wearing . . . a museum ID 


badge. 
"DON'T YOU DARE MOVE!!!!!!")This one was 


Howell again. We looked back down to see him 








quick-marching his buddy bunch toward the up 


escalator. 


HE WAS COMING FOR US! 





realize what you've DONE?!?!?" 





"DO you 





yelled Museum Guy. 






He was coming for us, too! And he was a lot 4 


closer. In fact, he was right in our faces! 


"Do you realize how much trouble it willlW 














cause to get your airplane off of the Bell 
X-1?" 
"Uh," I said. 

"Do you have no respect?! 


ALL? That 


No respect AT 
1s the Bell X-1! THE. BELL. X. 


et 


And he threw his hands up 






ONE!” 
“Uh,” I said. 
“Oh, good Lord!” 






in the air.\ “Where’s your chaperone?” 

“Uh,” I said. 

Mr. Good Clean Fun still hadn't come back. 
Not that he could have protected us. 

Mr. Howell came running up. 

"Are you their chaperone?" said Museum Guy. 

“I AM NOW," bellowed Mr. Howell, glaring 
at us. 

“These children have defiled a national 
treasure!" said Museum Guy. "Perhaps from 
your vantage point you didn't notice that 
one of the planes is now resting on the Bell 


X-1!” 
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"Yes... . .Pthe BERR GIy: 





"Well," said Lance, “at least it wasn’t the 
Bell X-2 .. .^ 

“BLURGA WURGA KREEEEEE!" That was the 
ACTUAL sound Howell made! And I don't think 


he was doing a Jabba impression, either. That £4 


was just what naturally came out of him when 


he was this angry, which was a record level 








[oO 

of angry even for Mr. Howell. vostre EUS 
2 

Museum Guy looked at Mr. Howell. Mr. Howell PLA 


looked at Museum Guy. They were looking at 
each other with respect, the way you would 
expect a couple of Hutts to do if they met 
wherever it 1S Hutts meet each other. 

And then they turned and looked at us the 
way you would expect a couple of Hutts to 
look at a couple of frog sandwiches. 

"I m going to need to call in a maintenance 
crew with a lift to get that paper airplane 


down," said Museum Guy. And he whipped out a 
notebook and pen. "And that means I'll need 


to file an incident report. Names, please." 
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2s 
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"i 
2 
= fey, everybody,’ came the cheerful voice 


of Mr. Good Clean Fun from behind us. fI found 
Dwight! He was talking to some kid and—Oh, 
hi, Mr. Howell. Is something wrong?" 

I think it was the best moment of Howell's 
and Museum Guy's lives as they told Mr. Good 
Clean Fun everything that was wrong and how 
terrible we were and how much trouble it was 
going to be to get the plane down, and they 
did make 1t sound pretty bad. Mr. Good Clean 
Fun looked like the tauntaun right before it 


gets clobbered by the wampa. 





And, honestly, I felt like the tauntaun 
right AFTER 1t gets clobbered by the wampa. 

Dwight, as soon as he walked up, pulled 
out a Fruit Roll-Up and started folding. 
Right around the time that he was finally 
done and was putting Fruitigami Yoda on his 
finger, Howell and Museum Guy were loudly 
explaining to Mr. Good Clean Fun how we had 
disrespected what was possibly the most 


important plane in the museum . . . no, the 













most important item in any museum anywhere on 
earth. 

Museum Guy turned around to point at the 
plane, with Kellen's bright Nakamura Lock 
looking like a big white pimple on the 
wing. 

“The Bell X-1! The actual aircraft that, 
for the first time in human history-" 


Fruitigami Yoda interrupted him with an 






And Dwight held it out over the 


\ 


Mr. Howell was starting. 


railing. 


i 


"Not now, Dwi— 
But then Lance yelled: 
"LOOK!" 


RR — 


And Kellen's airplane fell off the Bell 
X-1. It dropped down into a giant herd of 


kids from another school and by the time 





they had walked past, it was just a piece of 


balled-up paper on the floor. . 
t 
Was 1t a sudden gust of wind, even though a i 
4 
we were inside? V XA 


Or was it. 


4 
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I1? 


PIE 


I turned back to Dwight and he was already 
eating the Fruit Roll-Up. 

OLS “No food in the museum!” snarled Museum Guy. 
Dwight swallowed the rest of it whole. 
"Well," said Museum Guy, putting away his 

notebook. "That was very lucky for you, kids. 
Now there's no need for an incident report. 
However, I trust that your chaperone will 
make sure you learn a lesson from this." 
“Oh, yes," said Mr. Howell, with a gleam in 
his eye. "I'll be CERTAIN they do." 
And he and Museum Guy gave each other that 


look again. 






"It will be a lesson they NEVER forget," 


said Howell. 
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My Comment: See, this 15 why we heed Origami Yoda. 
(OF truitigami Voda.) Everything 15 going fine. And 
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then Dwight takes Yoda’s Jedi wisdom away for ten 
minutes and everything is à Complete disaster. 
And then he comes back and saves the day. 
Well- sort of. Even Origami Yoda is no match for 
Mr. Howell when he's that mad! 


Jo LIGHTEW THE MOOD, HERE ARE BOBA 
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NR. HOWELL SMILES 


BY TOMMY 











So, Museum Guy left Mr. Howell to take care 
of things. 

And he did. 

First, Howell turned to his own buddy 
bunch—who had been cowering in fear this 
whole time—and said, "Mr. Funny Fun will be 
your chaperone for the rest of the trip. You 
will be on perfect behavior or I will hear of 
it. One step out of line and you will be in 
as much trouble as these creatures —he waved 


at us with one claw . . . I mean, hand. 








"Take them away, Mr. Funny Fun," he 
commanded, "and I will take charge of your 


‘buddy bunch.’ I assume you have found all 


eight of them?" PAL 


"Uh, yes . . . well, I think so, uh, two, 
three, four, uh . . . ,” stuttered Mr. Good | Y | 
Clean Fun. 

"Good! You may go away now. And . . . Do 


not fail me again." It sounded EXACTLY like 
Vader! I'm not sure if that's because Howell 
was doing a Vader impression or because he is 
just so in touch with his Dark Side. 


"Yes, Sir," said Mr. Good Clean Fun very, 


pitifully. 
"You're dismissed!” {said Mr. Howell. 


[hen he turned to look at us. 


"And now. . . you'll be under my PERSONAL 





supervision for the rest of the trip," he 
said. "You'll be riding back on the regular 
bus with me . . . and Ms. Rabbski. I'm sure she 
will be delighted to discover that you broke 


her No Origami rule in such an 'epic' way. 
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Don't worry . . . I'm sure your punishment 


will be ‘epic,’ too 


And he smiled. 


even begins fo Cover the awtulness of this situation. 
*Noooooooo0!" has been overused lately. Nor can I 
think of any quote Crom any Character that Comes 
Close. Perhaps i£ we knew what was going through 
Boba tett’s mind as he Cell into the Sarlacc Pit... 


My Comment: The Sarlacc Pit feels about right. It 
digests you alive for a thousand years... Our bus ride 
home was going To feel like a thousand years. 

I felt something worse than just the fear ot Rabbski 
yelling at us, though. I felt like . . . well, she had gone 
to so much trouble to give u$ our field Trip back and now 


eonim dne) ROO felt guilty. Mean l actually 
felt bad FOR Ms. Rabbski, too. But also terrified OF her. 


EAU... 





QUAVONDO'S 
RESCUE MISSION 


BY QUAVONDO 














| sure am glad | didnt stick around to see you guys hit 
Mr. Howell in the head! Well, | kind of wish | had seen it, 
but I'm very, very, very glad | had a solid alibi and Mr. Good 
Clean Fun was a witness that | hadnt thrown a plane. 

After | left you guys, | went toward the bathroom that 
Mr. Good Clean Fun had gone to check. When | got there, | 
heard him hollering from inside, Excuse me! Is anyone out 
there? Please open the door for me!” 

So | did. 

“Thank you, Quavondo, he said. There were no paper 


towels in there and | wasnt about to touch the door handle 
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without a wet wipe, and | left my backpack with the buddy 
bunch—" 

| was afraid he was about to either give a lecture or 
sing, so | interrupted: 


“Was Dwight in there?” 
O wAn 
ócc ‘No, its empty. Is he the sort that would get lost or 
D&T wander off?" 
Lost 


D TALK To 
Staangen “We need to find him, A-SAP!” said Mr. Good Clean Fun, 


"Uh, yeah... all of the above, | said. 


(Je ^k looking around the mezzanine. "Unless he went back into 
SomE THT ul- 
7 make 
A EotT galleries. You check that one, I'll check this one. Do you have 
MAGICAL 
AePERE a watch? Good. Walk for one minute into the gallery and then 
Att of 


THE p for one minute back out, never losing sight of the entrance. 
AGo 


lIl da the same. We ll meet back here in two minutes, and if 


the rocket exhibit, he must have gone into one of these two 


we havent found him, well alert the others." 

(I later found out that Mr. Good Clean Fun used to be a 
paramedic and was trained for this sort of thing!) 

But it didnt turn out to be that difficult. Mr. GCF went 
into a gallery that said FLIGHT AND THE ARTS. | Went into one 
that said Time AND NAVIGATION. 


| found Dwight after about seven seconds. He and another 
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kid were staring at an exhibit called Meet the Clock Maker: 
William Somebody.” (Obviously, it didn't say “Somebody.” | 
just can't remember what his name was.) 

“Hey, Dwight!” | yelled. (Weve got to—" 

“It's Captain Dwight, he said. l've just received a most 
disturbing report from Captain Micah here." 

“Uh... Hi, Micah,” | said. 

Plesiosaur to meet you, said Micah, continuing to read 
the plaque about William Somebody. 

“Micah has got some big problems at school, Dwight 
said. Weve been discussing—^ 

“Dwight! yelled Mr. GCF, running up behind us. 

“Micah!” yelled a lady running toward us from the same 
direction. 

“C'mon, guys, we need to get back to... Mr. Good Clean 
Funs words trailed off. He was looking at the lady. She was 
carrying a can of wet wipes. 

“MICAH! Why on earth would you wander off like this? 
Here, wipe your hands and then weve got to get back to 
the group. Then she looked at us. Perhaps you gentlemen 
would like to sanitize your hands as well?” 


| think Mr. GCF was in love at first sight (of the wet 
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wipes), and if she'd had her own monkey puppet, he would 
have fallen on his knees and asked her to marry him right 
on the spot. Instead, he just got her e-mail address—after 
sanitizing his hands, of course—and then we all went back 
to find the rest of you guys. 

And then you know what happened after that... 

So | joined you guys in Mr. Howell's chain gang. As he 
marched us fo the bus, we passed the gift shop. 

“Arent we going to the gift shop?" asked Mike. 

| thought he was crazy. 

“Are you crazy? snarled Mr. Howell. “Youre going 


straight to the bus to sit quietly while the decent students 


Se this school enjoy the rest of their trip." 


"But that's not fair!” said Mike. "| didn't throw a plane 
and neither did my bus buddy, Quavondo! You're punishing us 
for something we didn't do!” 

“Dont drag me inta this, is what | was thinking. And 
also | was wishing Mace Windu was there to keep Mike 
cool, because | saw [Mike and Mr. Howell face off once 
last year and it was scary. There had been a lot of Mike's 
famous angry tears" and Mr. Howells famous wampa- 


like roars. 
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But ... we didn't need Mace after all, because Mr. Howell 
didn t argue. 

“Youre right, Mike, he said. ‘You, Quavondo, Dwight, 
and Amy are welcome to spend, say, twenty-five minutes 
in the gift shop. Your comrades will be standing out here 
with me with their noses touching the wall while hundreds 
of people walk past laughing at them." 

So we went in and looked around. They had a lot of neat 
stuff. | knew they would. That's why | had brought all my 
money. | had brought $75 from birthday money and then mu 
grandmother had given me $25 for the field trip, but | knew 


| needed to spend some of that on something to bring home 





for my little sister or my grandmother would raise a fuss. 
(Question: Did my sister bring me home anything from HER 
field trip? Answer: No.) 


| found an awesome-looking kit to make a real rocket out 


of a plastic soda bottle. And then | got my sister a windup 
space shuttle | knew she would hate. 

Amy was getting Lance a NASA T-shirt. | wish | had a 
girlfriend like Amy. NOT Amy, but LIKE Amu. 

And then Dwight was like, Quavondo, help me carry 


these. 











his finger. 


cx] Fruitigami Yoda said. 


"Uh, Dwight ....," said Amy. Don't you think one pack 


would be plenty?” 


VV | “No! Many we must get. Delicious!!!) said Fruitigami 





Yoda. Unfortunately, when Dwight waved Fruitigami Yoda 
around to make him talk, he dropped all the packs on the 
floor. 

While we helped him pick them up, | said, Dwight, l'm 
not trying to be a Harvey here, but | really don't think you 
should buy all of these." 

“Oh, Im not buying them, said Dwight. l'm saving my 
money for a Wendy's Kids Meal.” 

“Then what are we doing with them?" asked Amy. 

“Were helping Quavondo buy them," said Dwight. 

| said. 


Dwight held up Fruitigami Yoda. 


“Oh, no!” | said. Don't say it! Don't make me do it!!!” 








“fo, please..., | whispered. 





Fruitigami Yoda shouted. 
“You don t actually have to buy them, said Amy. 
“Yes, he does, said Mike. "It is his destiny.” 


“How much do they cost?” | asked, and then | saw the 







sign and | almost threw up. 

SEVEN DOLLARS! EACH!!! 

“Dh, no... Please, Yoda... That's too much!” 

“Wait a second,” said Mike. You can buy a four-pack for 
twenty dollars. That's only five dollars each.” 

-UflLV????" said Amy. Dudes, it's three-quarters of an 
ounce! You do not want to waste your money on these.” 

croaked Fruitigami Yoda. Dwight was putting the 


individual packs back and picking up a bunch of four-packs. 






“Woah!” | said. “How many are you getting?” ` Mtn s doa 


“Seven, said Dwight. 


EE ee e 


dollars! | don't even have that much" 
“How much money DO uou have?" asked Mike. 
“A hundred dollars...” 
“You brought a hundred dollars on a field trip?" hissed 


Amy. Are you crazy? 


E 
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“I’ve been saving up! | thought | could get something neat. 
| didn't know | was going to have to buy this ... stuff." 
“You don t HAVE to, Guavondo. | mean, that's not even 


Origami Yoda, it's a Fruit Roll-Up.” 





“Uh, maybe you didn't notice, said Mike, but Fruitigami 
Yoda just used the Force to keep your boyfriend from being 
arrested. He knows what hes talking about. If he says 
(Juavondo needs twenty packs of whatever that stuff is, 
then Quavondo needs it." 

Then Mike got out his wallet and gave me the only thing 
in it: a Twenty. 

| didn't find anything | wanted anyway, he said, which 
was obviously a total lie because the whole store was stuff 
Mike wanted. 

“Thanks, Mike. But | would still need twenty more 
dollars.” 

20 (20 
| “Well, | think you're crazy!” said Amy. “But you can 
borrow—BORROW-—this twenty dollars. | had been planning 
to buy this shirt for Lance, but frankly l'm not in the mood.” 
She tossed the shirt in a bin of astronaut protein sticks. 
“Perfect, said Mike. “A hundred and forty dollars! It's 


like Origami Yoda planned it all out." 
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“Ugh ... | guess so, | said. N 


SINGLE 
TEAR 


| put back the rocket kit and my sister's space shuttle 
and we took the stuff up to the cashier. 


| was hoping she would step in and say, | cant sell you 





all these, kid." 
Instead she rang me up and TE 
TAX! | had forgotten about the tax. 
That's all | had," said Mike. 
| cant give you any more, said Amy. | need to save 
some for supper." 
“What about YOUR supper money, Dwight?” asked Mike. 
“Saving it for Wendy's...” 
“No! Fruitigami Yoda didn't say Biggie-size my fries. He 
said, Must! Right, Yoda?" Mike asked. 


(must rep eated Ecuitic ami Yoda. 


"But—' said Dwight. 





“No buts, Dwight! Either you believe in Origami Yoda or 
you dont. We do weird stuff like this for him all the time 
and he always has a reason. It's time for YOU to decide. Do 
YOU believe in him or nat?" 

Dwight just stared at Fruitigami Yoda. 

Fruitigami Yoda stared at Dwight. 
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The cashier was standing there watching all this like we 
were completely uninteresting in every way. Like puppets 
made from dried fruit came into the gift shop and talked 


every day. 


Cis “Here, said Dwight. And he gave me his ten dollars. 
SoZ gall got a dollar and a quarter back and gave it straight to 








Dwight, who was looking miserable. 

“Maybe you can still get something from the value menu, 
Dwight, | said. He cheered up immediately. 

Then the cashier got out this huge shopping bag and put 
all the bags of astronaut ice cream in it. 

And then | thought with horror of what my parents 
were going to say when | returned home with a huge sack 
full of freeze-dried astronaut ice cream and no money! And 
no supper. And no present for my sister. My grandmother 
was going to kill me for that last one. 

And then | sort of walked out of the store in a daze... 

Straight into Mr. Howell. 

“What on earth have you done now, Quavondo?’ Mr. 


Howell asked. Then he looked in the bag. HAVE YOU LOST 





QuAVoNDO"S 
GRANDMOTHER 





But he said, Mo! No! No more... l'm getting all of you on 
the bus before you do anything else crazy! March! March! 
GO!" 

“You know ..., whispered Harvey. That stuff is so 
nasty that the astronauts wouldnt actually eat it.” 

“DH, SHUT UP, HARVEY!” shouted Amy. 


And Mr. Howell didn t even fuss at her. 


Harvey's Commend 


well, it’s true! And what does Quavondo mean by D^ 
“Being a Harvey ^? 


My Comment: Gee, I don t have any idea UH 





BACK ON THE BUS 
(WELL, ACTUALLY, 
ON THE OTHER BUS) 


BY AMY 





us 








All right, Tommy, you always want a case file . . . 
well, ll write one right now while we're waiting on 
the bus! [te better than talking to any of you— 
which | am NOT going to be doing! 

THAT was embarrassing! 

Basically, | rode a bug for five hours with geven 
eugar-rushing boys go that | could pee in a closet, 
go into a museum | didn't want to go to, lieten to 


Harvey yak about all the exhibits like he wag a tour 
guide, then get yelled at by Mr. Howell for something f 


| didn’t do, then get yelled at again by Mr. Howell for 


[72784202 
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something | didn't buy, and then get marched halfway 
across Washington, D.C., with Mr. Howell yelling all 
the way, and kide from other schools gawking and 
pointing at ue, wondering what we did. 

Well, | didn't do ANYTHING except make the 
terrible mietake of gitting with Lance and the rest 
of you bantha-brained qundarke! —————— 17 

And now, instead of getting to go to the Native 
American museum like | wanted, | get to git on the 
bug for an hour and a half, waiting for everybody elge. 

Oh, wait, did you think | meant the nice bug we 
rode here on? ... Oh, no... When Mr. Howell took 
over our “buddy bunch,” he didn't mean he wag 
going to switch to OUR bus, he meant we were 
going to switch to HIS bus. The cruddy, yellow 
regular bus. 

The kide who started out with Mr. Howell are 
going to take our geats. 

We begged him to let ug get our stuff from the 
other bug. He refused, and not nicely, either. 

"But what about me, Mr. Howell?” | asked. “I 
didn’t do anything!” 
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“The last time you told me that, you ran off and 
helped Quavondo spend $15O bucks on gift shop 
junk! Now, all eight of you miscreants need to sit 
here ag quietly ae possible before | get angry!” 

So we gat there and quietly glared at one 
another. Thankfully, | had kept my notebook with 


me in my backpack. Sd wj ej 


There ig one upside to switching buses: lIl get 


wi to ride with Sara and Cassie and everybody. And 


dy ite euch a big upside that | actually wonder if the 


uo» whole thing wag one of Origami Yoda'e plans. But 
\ athen | thought it wag more like one of the Emperor's 
schemes, because we were probably going to spend 
the whole trip getting yelled at by Mr. Howell AND 
Me. Qabbski, once ehe heard the ligt of broken 


rules, migdeedg, and digagters. 


— — ooo o 


— č — ooo o 


Okay, finally, here come the other kidg . . . and 
Rabbski . .. and our DOOM. 


— ë ee ee oo 


Update: Well, that waen't ag bad ag | had 
expected. 

Sara and her buddy bunch looked like they had 
been through heck, too. 


Ô 
g 


For one thing, they had all worn their butt boots, 
but after all the walking around Washington, D.C., 
the boote were falling apart and everybody said 
their feet had blisters. 

For another thing, Ms. Rabbski wag MAD . . . at 
them, not ug! 

Mr. Howell tried to tell her what the boys had done 
with the paper airplanes and Rabbski goes: “Uh-huh... 
paper airplanes . . . yeah, not even close. | just spent 
the last HOUR searching the sculpture garden 
for Jen’s lost cell phone—WHICH SHE WAS 
NOT SUPPOSED TO HAVE ON THE T RID AT 
ALL—and at the end of that hour she says, “Oh... 
here it ig in my OTHER pocket.” 

“Sorry, Mg. Rabbgki!” called Jen, cheerfully. 


Jen ig one of thoge people who can go through an 





experience like that and come out of it jugt ag Jen- 


taetic 4g ever. 






JEW 


[f that had been me, | would have felt terrible and 
felt like | wag in huge trouble, and | would have been 
making the most sincere apologies imaginable. But 
Jen wasn't the tiniest bit embarrassed, and she 
actually had a tiny hint of a giggle in her “sorry.” 

“GRRRRR ...," said Ms. Rabbski. 

T “Well,” gaid Mrs. Porterfield, who had the other 
wolf“) buddy bunch on the yellow bus, “at least they 
weren't ae bad ag last year’s seventh graders . . . 

Y We went by the prehistoric mammal exhibit and 
they still haven't replaced the UM wolf ekull that 

A MAD James Suervo Jr. broke lagt year.” CE = 
“Oh, Lordy... Remind me to yell at xm again 





tomorrow, said Ms. Rabbski. 

But they all seemed to have calmed down a bit 
and only lectured ug a little. 

And by the time Mr. Howell mentioned 
Quavondo’s giant bag of ice cream, Me. Rabbski 
actually laughed. Not a “Hooray, that’s fun” laugh. 
[t wag more of a “Those crazy kids are on my last 
nerve” kind of laugh. But still, it WAS a laugh. 

The next awful part of all thig wag when Mr. 





Howells old buddy bunch came on, got their 
stuff, and left to go take OUR eeate on OUR bus. 
What wag that new word for SMUG that Murky 


R 
invented? That^e what they looked like. “MEEFULITO 


When they got off, the bus driver fired up the engine. 

| realized that if | wag going to switch seats I 
needed to do it right away. 

"Uh . . . Mg. Rabbski? Can we switch bug 
buddies?” 

“Well... ,” said Mg. Rabbski. “Normally, | would 
gay no, but l'll make an exception in your case 
because [ imagine that those geven boys have driven 
you up the wall and around the corner. Go ahead.” 

“Anyone want to switch seats with me?" I called 
Out. 


"L will" gaid Tommy. “You can have Harvey.” 


SiGe Cela 


“Anyone elese?” | asked. ae a 


Nobody wanted to git with Lance, and who can 
blame them? 
“Why don't YOU go git with Harvey,” | told 


UMERATORS 
em DR UR osa RT 
100 NUMERATORS! 
TAKE ONE DOWN, 
DIVIDE il m 
VMERATO 
2 WE T ahaa 
44 NUMERATORS| 
TAKE OWE DOWN, 
DIVIDE I7 Aeovwp 
q? NuUMERATORS 





Lance. LETS SING- THEM A 


SONG- TO MAKE 


ow THE DENOMINATOR! . . - 


“Why don't you?” 

"| might!” [ gaid. But, of course, | didn’t. 

| flopped back down on the seat. [t wag going to 
be a LONG ride! 

“All right, C.J., let'e head for home,” Rabbgki 
hollered. 








eaid C.J. And he drove the bus 

about ten feet before we were stuck in traffic. 

"| gure hope the old man got the tractor beam 
out of commission, or thie ie going to be a real 
short trip,” said Lance. 

"Oh, ghut up, Lance,” | groaned. 
Now [lm going to close this notebook and 

A spend a little time thinking about getting rid of thig 

cook boyfriend. And, yes, Lance, | know you're reading 

“ad over my ghoulder. 

Lance ig fun to hang out with before school and 
during lunch and maybe at the mall sometimes. 
But spending a whole day with him and his 
friends hag been sometimes annoying, sometimes 


embarrassing, and most of the time BOTH! 
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Harvey's Corm ment 


^ 





A^ 
(have +o agree, | was pretty embarrassed by every- 
one's behavior, +09, 


My armeni WHATA? YOU were the one Mdb. 











Oy) forget it | nM 7 
What a mess! Lance was pretending To be mad, but - 
B ehwas really miserable! I Whispered to Kellen to 
ask Dwight to ask Fruitigami Yoda for help. 
Dwight folded à new ud Roll-Up. 
]t said: “Patience S m Not over yet 15 this trip. 
Them Dwight ate it. 
OH MAW - PT AM So TIRED OF 
De e EVERYBODY YELLTNG 
an! ae 
WE'D ALL 
— GONE TO THE 
t Sove SIDE LIKE 
PrCkLETENE WANTED] 
SAVE VS, FRYITEGAMT 
YODA VOV RE ove "m 
ONLY HOPE! 143 A 


STOOKY MOUNTAIN 
BREAKDOWN 


BY ANKE 




















I -nave ledrnedw@one thing: on this merdgrup: 
Traffic in Washington, D.C., is insane. I thought 
Orange Avenue was bad on the way to Roanoke, but 
this was just crazy. 

It took an hour before we got out of the 
city, and then it was slow for a long time, even 
though the interstate has, like, twenty lanes 
or something. 

And the fact that everybody on the bus seemed 
to be furious with someone else on the bus— 


often their bus buddy—meant no one was having 








fun, Except for some of Mrs. Porterfield's group 
. they were having like a spontaneous book 
club meeting or something. 

So we finally get off I-66 and turn onto 1-81, 
and we see a sign for Roanoke that sdys: ROANOKE 160 
MILES, That's, like, three hours in this slow bus! 
And we were all like, "UGH, this trip is going to 
tdke forever." At least we would be stopping for 


food soon! I personally was starving. @ 
a 


And then . 











kachunk kachunk kachunk kachunk 

Remember the beginning of A New Hope, when 
the rebel troopers are waiting for Darth Vader 
to bust through the door, and they hear these 
weird kachunk sounds and look nervously around 
at the walls? That. 

KACHUNK! And then one really loud one, and 
the bus lurched and started shaking. 

"I'd forgotten how much I hate space travel,” 
said Lance. 

"I thought I told you to Shut. It. Off,” 
growled Amy. 


Wa 
l45 7" 
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Bus driver C.J. yelled, “Flat tire! Hold 
tight!” 

He pulled off onto the shoulder, which was a 
little scary and really bumpy, especially with 
no sedt belts, and seats that had absolutely 
zero cushion. This time we were all throwing our 
hands up and going, "Wah!" like Dwight had been 
doing all morning, but for real. 

"SETTLE DOWN! Just sit still! Keep it cool!" 





Ms, Rabbski was hollering, 


C.J. got out. Then got back on. 


s 
(eX) Then he called somebody on his phone. Then 


"ds talked into a little microphone he had. Then got 
back on the phone. We were all waiting to hear 
what he was going say. 


Finally: 


Ca dis It's gonna be an hour and a half! 
Rabbski: Can one of the other buses pick us up? 
Cees No, they're long gone. They passed us 


an hour ago. They're almost ready to 








pull off for supper at the Harrisonburg 
McDonald's. 

Me (Mike) and just about every other kid on the 

bus: What about OUR supper? 

Rabbski: We are just going to have to wait. . 

[And then she talked for five minutes about how 

she didn't want to hear the words "supper" or 

"bathroom" until we were under way again. I 

thought about the Sasquatch sticks sitting in my 

bag . . . on one of those OTHER buses, because 

Mr. Howell wouldn't let us get our stuff. Then I 

remembered that Dwight had been carrying his bag 

of Fruit Roll-Ups with him through the museum, 
turning them into Yoda as needed.] 

Me (Mike): Dwight, do you have any more Fruit 
Roll-Ups? 

Dwight: It’s Captain Dwight, and I have one 
erbut [im saving lito Yodd- 
related emergencies. 

Amy : Don’t tell me you ate that whole bag of 
Fruit Roll-Ups! 

Dwight: ( Purple. 
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ihe: same thing wos Ne dilsaround thesis; 
Most of the smacks Nodteimmiier beem eaten diliaeddy 


or ndaipeen left on themotirer DUS, 


? We were stranded with no food . . . For an hour 

& -o2 and a half . . . and it was getting dark . 

v and we all hated each other. , . lilt, 
LAŽ 











MISem ca oan (oy 


Gloom , 
Whining , 


| Tommy saying, (“Shut UP, Harvey , 





And then- after about gapesrsecdhd e nglt oT 













waiting, Quavondo goes:í("Now I see! This is what 


2the ice cream is for! It's like the Cheetos all 





over agains” 
He got up and started handing out packs of 
astronaut ice cream- from mnis big bags 
Everybody wasssmpetchrng theme naonds our Tor 
a packs ‘dnd he wotked= down, ule s dus re Tikes the 
Easter Bunny handing out Cadbury eggs. 
There were EXACTLY enough pack- to give one 


Including the 


Harvey was the only person who didn't want 


any. E 


Harvey/Pickletine:} Oh, I assure you , 







Tt JS 








quite disgusting. . . I have foreseen- 
Quavondo: [Cutting him off and grabbing the ice 
cream back.] This is perfect! There's 


one extra pack! I can give it to my 





Sister msgvedlltr 
[I’m not sure what the ice cream would have 
tasted like normally. Maybe if you took it home 
and eee it bY Yolligse Migmestiting on the owen; 
it wouldn’t be so good. But there on the bus, 


when we were dll so hungry and so, so bored, 


it was like . . . well, like Cadbury eggs or 
something. ] 
Lance: 


Kellen:f Use a lot of saliva and it sort of 















turns back into ice cream! 


f | 
Rhondella: Ew! 
Dwight: A 
Tommy : Im saving some of the strawberry and 


YEAH, BYT 
I WISH 
THEY HAD 

MY FAVORITE 






BACK AT 
SCHOOL! 





chocoldtespgrts to make: Freeze-Dried 
Darth Maul! 


[And then came the most shocking moment of all 


Qudvondo, I misjudged you, sir. You 
have my apology and my thanks for this 
delicious treat! Would anyone care to 


join me in showing our appreciation to 





Quavondo? 
Everybody: THANKS, QUAVONDO!!!! 


hen Jen vsdudieee ets. do. d Cheer; Pipe 
Smecand Piper jJumpedsup and did oneer those 


little semi-disco dances that cheerleaders do. 


“Astronaut ice cream! 






It s d Treezesdinied delight! 
Thank you, Amy, Mike, and Dwight! 
Astronaut ice cream! 

It-s- shaped Like plocksi 


Give a big cheer because Quavondo rocks!” 





AND THEN , 

Are-you reedy for this? Because this isfgoimg 
to show that Origami Yoda was right about "field 
trip orn des. andes that stuff. 

Jen came over and kissed Quavondo on the 


Them snemeweHt back adag we heard her tegl 





Pipe "I common helota He's SO cute!” 

And Quavondo's big ears turned redder and 
redder and popped off his head and we had to 
crawl around on the floor of the bus looking ford" m 
theme M Not really.) 

"Well, was that worth a hundred and fifty 
bucko e asked; 

ES yes | > . ," Quavondo wheezesM 


I told you: When Origami Yoda says "Must," he 


means MUST! 
NES 
era Harvey's Comment 


The o€€icial NASA website says that freeze-dried p. 
ice Cream was only used the Cirst time a Crew of 
astronauts went into space! CApollo 7.) ACter that, 





fo 


152 


(GEP, BUD 
NEED A 
LIGHTSAGEZ 


PIECE of 








because it’s completely aw ul. But the gi€+ shops 
just keep on selling it and selling it. Now i£ you 
[Rest of comment deleted] 


My Comment: I had to listen to Harvey's "official 
narnar for the next half hour, and there is no way low 
putting it all in the case file. If anyone wants to know, 
they can Google it. 

There's a big difference between this event and 
the Cheetos event. With the Cheetos, Quavondo was 
pretending to be generous and gave away Cheetos so 
that he could get rid of his embarrassing nickname, 
Cheeto Hog. 

This time, he wasn t pretending. He could have just 
sat there and said nothing and taken all twenty-eight 
packs Nome vertit Instead, he gave them away | 
What a nice quy! Kit Fiste would be proud! 
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BiGGiE-SiZE 
MY COMBOS! 


BY TONAMY 



























































After the ice cream, people didn't seem to 
hate each other quite as much. And Rabbski 
and Howell weren't quite so strict, so we 
started joking around some again, and I even 
got to talk diagonally across the aisle to 
Sara without getting yelled at. (Kellen, how 
about a new seating chart?) 


Finally, the tow truck came and we all got 






off and stood in the grass while 1t hoisted 
the bus up and put on a new tire. 


It only took a few minutes and then we were 


You MAT 
TIRE WHEW 
READY... 
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back on the bus and the bus was back on the 


road. 


Rabbski: C.J., I don't think this group is 
going to last all the way to the 
Harrisonburg McDonald's. Do you know 
if there's one coming up sooner? 

Dwight: [Yelling from the back of the bus. 
There's a Wendy’s at Exit 283! 

CJE That’s about fifteen minutes away. 

Rabbski: [Getting out her cell phone.] Oh, 
okay. I'll look that up on Google 


and see if I can find their phone 


Dwight: (540 J-J-K B-E-E-F! 

Rabbski: Oh! Well, thank you, Dwight. I'm 
going to call ahead to the restaurant 
and order our food now so it's ready 
when we get there. To keep 1t simple, 
I'm going to order everyone a double 
cheeseburger combo. 

One of Mrs. Porterfield's kids: I am SO hungry! 


Can you make them Biggie-size combos? 


al 


== 
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Rabbski: Uh, does anyone know how much it 
costs to do that? 


[he entire back of the bus: THIRTY-NINE 


CENTS!]]1]11]111! 
Rabbski: Oooookay . . . Sure, we can do that. 
Sara: Excuse me, Ms. Rabbsk1i? Quavondo's a 


vegetarian. 
Quavondo: I'll make an exception this one 


time!!! I'd hate to cause a problem! 








Quavondo’s  stomach:/ MEAT! MEAT! I LOVE 
[I'm just guessing that's what his stomach 


said. | 


But then Quavondo remembered that he didn’t 

have any money left! 
“Dude! How are we going to pay for our 
Biggie-size double cheeseburger combos?” he 
KeeP| asked Mike in a panic. “We spent all our money!” 


-r “Keep calm,” said Mike, and trust 


Te. SÍ 
Y Fruitigami Yoda." 


Sin sneered „ Harvey/Emperor 


w 
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Korte A 
Pickletine. “You’re going to have to EAT him!” 

And then Rabbski finished her phone call 
and announced that she was just going to pay 
for 1t with her credit card and figure out how 
much everybody owed later. 

"I told you," said Mike. “Fruitigami Yoda 
thinks of everything!" 

And then pretty soon we were pulling off 


the interstate into Wendy's. 
Harvey's Comment 
| wanted to 3o +o McDonalds. E" 


My Comment: Yeah, I heard. (About à million times.) 
But i nk Wendy s was . 


. Our destin , 
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| Tommy + SARÀ 


WENDY'S 


BY TOMMY 








When we got into Wendy's, they were just 
finishing bagging up our orders. 


“Here you are,’ said the manager. “Twenty- 
seven Biggie-size double cheeseburger value 
meals and one Kids’ Meal.” 

"I didn't order a Kids’ Meal," said Rabbski. 

“Oh, I could have sworn you said... ," 
started the manager. 

“Thank you very much,” said Dwight, grabbing 
the Kids’ Meal bag ang going off to sit under 


a table. 





"Okeydokey then," said Ms. Rabbski, and 
she handed over her credit card. 

"Oh, My Nox!" said Lance. "Listen!" 

We listened. And you could hear "Kiss This 
Kiss" playing over the restaurant's speakers. 

"They're playing our song," he said to Amy. 

"Hmmmph," said Amy. But it was less icy 
than the previous fifty "Hmmmph"s she had 
given him. 

I FINALLY got to sit down next to Sara, 
and we sat so close that our shoulders were 
touching, and it was nice . . . until Ms. 
Rabbski and Mr. Howell sat down at our table, 
then we scooted apart a little bit. 

Mr. Howell said, "Lougene, I just remembered 

I checked my voice mail earlier and I 
got the weirdest message. They wanted me to 
get you to call the school about the Standards 
tests. Sorry, it slipped my mind during all 
the . . . hubbub." 

"Don't worry, I got the same message . 


about eighteen times," she said. 
até 
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"Trouble?" 
"Oh, no," said Rabbski, "probably just the 
Edu-Fun man calling. I'll be sure to call him 
NOW back first thing tomorrow." 
And she giggled. 
"Or maybe first thing next week," she said, 
and giggled again. 
"When are we supposed to take the stupid 
tests, anyway?" Sara asked. 
"Today," answered Rabbski. 
"Wait, what?" said everybody who heard her. 
"Didn't you know?" asked Ms. Rabbski. 
"Today was seventh-grade Core Standards test 
day. An Edu-Fun testing specialist came today 
with the tests in sealed cartons. And several 
test supervisors came from the central office, 


too. Testing began exactly at nine fifteen. 





How did you do?" 
Now everybody was listening and basically 
| thinking: “WHUT THE HUTT?” 


"We weren't there!" said Mike. “We were on 


a bus with you." THE 








"You were? I hope you had number-two pencils 
and carefully shaded in the bubbles!" 

"Uh, no?" said Jen. "We didn't do any of 
that!" 

"We're on a field trip! The WHOLE seventh 


grade is on the field trip!” said Lance. 
"Really?" asked Rabbski. "So none of you 
took the test? Oh, dearie me! What a terrible 
mix-'em-up!" 
We all just sat there for a minute, trying 


to figure out what on earth she was talking 









about. And Ms. Rabbski giggled some more, 


soon joined by Mrs. Porterfield. 


"Oh, I just hate to think about that poor 


E NG) 


Edu-Fun testing specialist walking around and 
around the school with his sealed cartons and 
his bubble sheets, trying to find a seventh 


grader said Mrs. Porterfield. 
AND SHE AND MS. RABBSKI KEPT ON GIGGLING. 


And then something even more unbelievable 






happened! 
MISTER. HOWELL. GIGGLED. 
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We just stared. 


And then 


Mr. Howell: 
Ms. Rabbski: Q mo 1 s 
Lie 


And then 


"Let's Twist Again"! 


It was coming from the speakers in the 





ceiling. They had been playing nothing but 
cruddy pop junk like "Kiss This Kiss" the 


whole time we were in there. 





CR 










And now they were playing: 


"Yeah, let's twist again, / ( 


yar 


Like we did last year 


"NO! No way!” yelled Harvey. But it was 


really happening. 


“Do you remember when 


Things were really hummin’? 
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Yeah, let's twist again, 
^. O 


Iwistin' time 1s here 


It wasn't the same song from Fun Night. 
That was just "The Twist." This song was 
saying, "Let's twist again," but 1t sounded 
like basically the exact same music with new 
words. But still really old. 

“Would you like to dance, Lougene?" asked 
Mr. Howell. 

"I thought you'd never ask," said Ms. 
Rabbski. 

They got up and started twisting. 

So WE got up and started twisting! 

Me and Sara, of course. But also Lance 
and Amy, thank goodness. And . . . Kellen 
and Cassie? What??? And Jen and Quavondo! 
WHAT???? And Dwight and Mrs. Porterfield (who 
could REALLY twist!). And even the kids who 
hadn't twisted with us last year figured it 
out pretty quick. 


It was so stooky, everybody was doing it! 








Well, except for Rhondella, who was rolling 


her eyes, and Harvey, who was busy harassing 


Dwight: "Did you get them to play this?" 


do 
he 


1n 
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Dwight just held up Fruitigami Yoda. 


But Harvey wouldn't do it. All he would 


was gripe and make accusations, and then 


went up to ask the manager if Dwight had 


arranged the whole thing. 


But the rest of us twisted, and since twisting 


gets old after forty-five seconds, we invented 


new moves, and Lance fell over and got ketchup 


his hair and Amy fussed over him with a 


napkin, and Sara kept smiling at me, and . 


was stooky, what else can I say? 
And by the time the song was over and 


Rabbski was telling everybody to use the 


bathroom now because it was going to be a 


LONG time before we stopped again, everybody 


was friends again—or, in some cases, MORE 


than friends again, or maybe just maybe in 


some other cases, MORE than friends for the 


first time! 





















HARVEY'S COMMENT 






BY TOMMY 












Tommy s note: Wis le OUI OE Pa dl Harvey Comment 
that ME rote ORBI REO BRIEF excerpt of the 
ENDE, S harnar that began immediately atter the 


Song ended. 


"No way! Just no way! There 1s no way that 
really happened, and don't try to tell me 
that Paperwad Yoda—excuse me, Fruitwad Yoda- 
made 'The Twist' play with the Force. That's 
just dumb. Dwight faked it the first time and 


he faked it this time. I just have to figure 


out how!^ ype To KY 
yA RVEYTSMS: 
PAPERWAD FRYTTWAD 
roD YobA 
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At first, I argued with him. "How could he 
have done that? He was busy playing with his 
Kids' Meal toy the whole time!" 

But soon, I just wanted the conversation to 
end, so I stopped arguing and just tried to 
1gnore him. NOT EASY! 

"Did you notice that the volume went up 
when 'The Twist' started playing? That proves 
that someone was in the back, fiddling with 
the controls. I don't care what the manager 
said about them not having any control over 
1t. That's bantha dung! Dwight probably paid 
them to play it, and then paid them not to 
tell me. And then—" 

And it didn’t stop there. Harvey just 
couldn't turn it off. The only time he'd stop 
was to give Pickletine a chance to say I had a 
"pitiful brain" or something like that. Then 
Harvey would get right back into it. And not 
just what happened at Wendy's, and not just 
what happened at the museum, but everything 


that had happened since Origami Yoda first 








showed up: the pre-eaten weiner, the snot 





trooper, the first time "The Twist" played. 





It was like he had forgotten all the good 7 
stuff. I mean, it was just a few weeks ago 
that we had that awesome crab soccer game. 
Not to mention defeating Professor FunTime. 
That’s when I realized for sure that Mike 
was right about Pickletine. Whether he wio 
really using the Dark Side of the Force or 
whether he just reminded Harvey to be angry, 
he was certainly making this trip miserable. 
For once, Harvey wasn't shouting. If he had 
done that, Mr. Howell would have come back 
and yelled at us. No, this was muttering and 
griping and whining and hissing, and it went 
on for the next hour or so on the bus. 
"Just. Let. It. GO!!!!" I begged. 
But he wouldn't. He couldn't. 
"I think the bus driver was in on it! He N 


tricked Rabbski into going to Wendy's!" 





"By having a flat tire on purpose?" HEH 
HEH! 
"No, but he may have said something like—" 


ZA 
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"Look, Harvey, I don't care anymore. It 
doesn't matter. It happened. And it was fun! 
At least for the rest of us it was fun!" 

"Yeah, maybe one of YOU did it! Why didn't 
I think of that? I asked the manager 1f Dwight 
had done it. But 1t could have been any of you 


treacherous Jedi traitors!” 







By the end of that sentence he was talking 
like Palpatine again and shaking the now 
totally dried up wrinkle-pickle in my face. 
I was losing my mind . 

And then all of a sudden, Rhondella came 
Sneaking down the aisle to our seat. 

“Sara wants to see you a minute.” 

It was dark enough now that I could easily 
slip up the aisle without Rabbski and Howell 
noticing. They were busy blabbing to each 
other anyway. 

I sort of crawl-walked up there and sat 
next to her. 

She put her finger to her lips and then 


gestured for me to lean close. 


She whispered in my ear: 
"that was amazing." 


"what? harvey?" 


no, 'the twist'! at wendy's." 


"oh, yeah, absolutely . 





“is harvey driving you nuts back there?" 

"yes." 

"well, here's something to make you feel 
better." 

And she kissed me. 

On the lips. 

And I definitely felt better. But also 
weirder. Weirder than anything. A LOT weirder 
than the time my dad drove over the fire 
hydrant. That was nothing compared to this. 

"you better go back to your seat now before 
you get caught." 

"Okay." 

I crept back down the aisle to where 
Rhondella was sitting with Harvey. 

"well?" she whispered. 


And she had that old Rhondella smirky-smi le 
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il I hadn't seen in a long time. She had known 
Sara was going to kiss me. It was all part of 
a plan. I was aware that my ears were turning 


as red as Quavondo's had—probably my whole 


NAŇ 


face, too—but it was hopefully dark enough 





| so it didn't matter. Hopefully. 


I didn't say anything. 






“mmm-hmmmm, I know what 





But she whispered 


just happened." J 





And the way she said it made it clear to 
everybody nearby what had just happened. 


you can have harvey back now, she 


whispered. "he's in a great mood 
She went back up to her seat. 
IN And I sat down with Harvey again. 
And I was thinking about a million things 
but mostly about one thing and it was great 
and the field trip was everything Origami Yoda 


had promised and . 






n^——— —— eee ai = " "1 ——"wwmr- re 














BY TONAAAY 


then 





Pow! 





BY TOMAY 





Harvey punched me in the nose. 


SEE BELOW 
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BLOOD ON THE BUS 


BY TOMMY 














A LOT of things all happened at exactly the 
same time. 

We're really going to have to go into SUPER 
SLO-MO here, starting with the millisecond 
after I hollered, "OWWW!!!!1!11" 

"WHAT ON EARTH IS GOING ON BACK THERE?" 

yells Rabbski1. 
| She and Howell both jump up and start down 
the aisle toward us. I can't see them, of 


course . . . just giant shadows of student- 





crushing authority lumbering toward me! And 


GL 


this isn’t a long bus, so it isn’t going to 





take long! 

The driver turns the lights on at this 
point. 

I suddenly see all these faces looking at 
me over the seat backs. 

What they see 1s me with my hands over my 
face and blood dripping everywhere! 

I turn to glare at Harvey. Maybe he's about 
to hit me again 


but actually he's 


frozen. He looks like someone has punched 


(=< 


him, too. 

“I—” he stammers. * 

Rabbski 1s getting closer... " 

And that's when I realize that I now have 
the power to destroy Harvey and his obnoxious 
pickle puppet! In another second, when Rabbsk1 
and Howell reach the back of the bus, all I 
have to do is tell them what happened, and 
Harvey will be in the biggest trouble of his 
life! 

Ms. Rabbski will switch back to full 
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Principal Rabbski mode! She’ll grill Harvey, 
fillout incident reports, call in his parents— 
no, wait, his parents will be waiting at the 
school parking lot They'll hear all 
about this tonight! Whatever is left of him 
after Rabbski has done her job, they'll then 
tear apart! 

And what then? Punishment! ISS! Suspension! 
Expulsion? Won't that serve him right? If 
HE‘s the one who ends up at the hideous CREF 
reform school? 

His fate is in my hands! In fact, I probably 
won't even need to say a word, just point at 
Harvey. 

The milliseconds of slo-mo are almost over. 
Rabbski and Howell are close enough to see 
all the blood now. 

"Get the first-aid kit from up front," 
Rabbski says, and Howell rushes back the 
other way. 

And suddenly, Yoda is there . . . Dwight 


is stretched over two seat backs, shoving 
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him practically in my face. It looks good, 

despite being made of a Fruit Roll-Up. Dwight 

must have spent a long time folding this one 

all the folds, all the wrinkles are 

there. . . . just like the real Origami Yoda. 

"DWIGHT! Put that away! NOW!" shouts 
Rabbski. 


But I know what he was trying to say: 


"Search your feelings, Tommy." 


I think sometimes I understand Harvey more 
than I let on. And I don't think he's a bad guy, 
he just doesn't know how to deal with people. 

But then again neither does Dwight, 
really, without Origami Yoda's help. 

And then again, the rest of us need Origami 
Yoda's help, too. 

And so does Harvey. But he refuses to 


listen. Or worse, he ends up listening to 


Darth Paper or Pickletine. 
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But even after all the obnoxious Dark 
Side nonsense we've had to listen to on 
this trip, here's Origami Yoda still trying 
to help him by asking me to search my 
feelings. 

And now my feelings tell me to think about 
Harvey's feelings. 

Harvey did have a pretty lousy day. Some 
of that was his own fault, but not all of 
it. After all, my day would have been pretty 
cruddy, too, if it wasn’t for that kiss from 
Sara. And Harvey didn’t get something like 
that, and— 

And that’s when I realize that Harvey is in 
love with Sara, too. It seems so obvious now 
when I think about some of the things he’s 
said and the comments he made on her files and 
stuff he's done. 

That's why he's been mad all day. All year? 
And that's why "The Twist" made him so mad. 
Both times! 


And then, to see me sneak up there and get 
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a kiss after all the defeats and problems he 
had this trip, I can see why he gave in to 
the Dark Side. 

And why I needed to pull him back to the, 
uh, Light Side? Is that the opposite of the 
Dark Side? Is there a name for it? I'll have 


(dn. 


to look 1t up on— 






"What happened here?" demanded Rabbski. 


Cr twibbed, 7/1 said. 


“Tripped? What were you doing out of your 
seat!" 

"I snubbked bhup btoo see Sabwa. Ibt bwas 
dark abnd—" 

"HMMMPPHHH!" she said, and it was a mad 
"Hmmmpphhh," but it wasn't THAT mad. 

"All right, we'll go into that later. Let's 
try to stop the bleeding right now." 

And Mr. Howell brought the first-aid kit 
and they shoved cotton up my nose and put on 


gloves and wiped up the blood. And I remember 


thinking that if Mr. Good Clean Fun was still 
pr Ww 
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our chaperone, he would have had to sanitize 
the entire bus. 
And then Rabbski fussed at Dwight for having 


Origami Yoda . . . but he had popped it into 


LAS\" mouth and was trying to swallow it. 

And then he barfed up all the Fruit Roll- 
Ups and the astronaut ice cream and his happy 
meal . . . onto Kellen’s pants. 


And if Mr. Good Clean Fun had seen that, he 


would have jumped out the window. 





Arte Z And the driver stopped at a rest stop so we 
Atte C. could get everything cleaned up. 

And while we were walking back from the 
little building to the bus, Sara made a big 
deal about me being hurt and kissed me on the 
nose and said, “All better?” 

And Mike and Kellen made gagging noises, 
but who cares? 

And then the driver turned the lights out 
again. 


And we rode on home in the dark. 
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And finally, like, fifty miles later, Harvey 
said he was sorry. 

"l was mad because you and Sara 
Because I've always— You know." 

"Yeah. I do now." 

"And then the game and the airplane and—" 

"Yeah." 

"It just felt like everybody was against 
me all day." 

Of course I didn't have Foldy-Wan with me, 
but somehow I felt some of that wisdom right 
then. 

"No," I told Harvey, “it was Pickletine 
that was against you." 

"Definitely," he said. Then Harvey pulled 
Pickletine out of his sweatshirt and smooshed 


1t up into a black, sour-smelling paperwad. 


brown paper 1t would make a good Jedi robe." 
"Hrmmm," he grunted. 
And later he said, "Why didn't you tell on 


me?" 


lel 
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And I couldn't explain it, so I just said, 
"Fruitigami Yoda." 
7 "Yeah," he said. "I guess so." 
And later he said, "Thanks." 
= And somehow, before we got back to the 
school, he and me and Kellen and Mike were 
having a big argument about whether Yoda was 
better aS a puppet or as computer animation. 
Got THE And Lance tried to get in on it, but he got 
A “too loud and Ms. Rabbski turned around and 


PLEASE ollered at us. 
Sed! 






And then we were back and our parents were 
there and the field trip was over. 
Well, not totally over: One very odd thing 
happened before we all left. Dwight went over 
to Harvey and whispered in his ear. And Harvey 
whispered in Dwight's ear. And back and forth 
a few times. 

And then Harvey said, "May the Force be 
with you, Master Yoda . . . and you, too, 
Captain Dwight." But then he walked over to me 


and said, "I know something you don't know." 
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Ha rvey s Com ment 


Actually, (know A LoT of things you don't -— 


My Comment: That's your comment? ? After everything 
we went through? The complaining, the griping, the 
Pickletine-ing, and the other thing-ing? That's your 
comment??? ? 

lm going to give you another chance for a better 


Comment. 


Harvey's Second- 


Chance Comment 


You’ve right, Tommy. I sincerely apologize for any and d 


all complaining, qriping, and PickleTine-inq, and, yes, I 
am Very, Very sorry Cor the other thing. Really! 
However... I still know something you don’t know! 
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THE EMPTY TREASURE CHEST 


THE DAY AFTER 
THE FIELD TRIP 


BY TOMMY 














Okay, so the field trip had turned out pretty 
good . . . maybe. 

Yes, there was still a big maybe hanging 
over us! Were our parents going to find out 
about the paper airplane incident? 

If they didn’t find out, then, yes, the field 
trip was stooky. 

If they did find out, then . . . DOOM! ! ! ! ! ! 

When the buses had dropped us off the 
night before, none of the chaperones had said 


anything to our parents about anything. And 


DHOOM? 


now that we were back at school, we were all 
hoping that everyone would forget about it 
and be ready to move on. 

But we had forgotten one thing. It might 
seem tiny, but it's like the tiny clue in a 
detective show that has almost nothing to 


do with anything but it's enough to make 





the detective raise an eyebrow and then the 
criminal gets sent to prison forever. 

In this case, that one thing was Miss 
Bauer's Treasure Hunt worksheets. 

You might say, "After all that crazy 
business, who cares about a Treasure Hunt 
worksheet?" 

Well, Miss Bauer cares about Treasure Hunt 
worksheets! It turns out that we needed to 
turn them in for a grade. 

Of course, we didn't have them anymore. 
And everybody else filled theirs in yesterday 
while on the trip, so we couldn't make copies 
of those. 


Obviously, we couldn't ask Miss Bauer for 
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replacement copies without going into details 
that would be better not to bring up. (Not 
even Mr. Howell realized that we had used our 
worksheets to make the airplanes.) 

So we were all set up to get an F on the 
easiest assignment of the year—and, frankly, 
my grade in Bauer's class was already in 
trouble. 

But, still, that's not THAT big of a deal, 
right? 

. Wrong, because here's how it becomes a big 


deal. When you get an F on an assignment, 


parents. (They're printed on neon paper.) 
Neon notes have to be signed by your 
parents. So you show it to them, and next 
thing you know, they're asking a bunch of 
questions. And then the truth comes 
out! 
That 1s the LAST thing any of us needed! 
But the whole thing could be avoided if we 


could just get blank copies of the worksheet. 


We could fill it out in two minutes and be 
saved! 

With about twenty minutes before the 
homeroom bell, me, Lance, and Kellen were 
concerned but not panicking yet. Once Dwight 
Showed up, we could just ask Origami Yoda 
what to do about it. 

Harvey just kept saying, “Maybe Origami 
Yoda isn't coming . d 

But he had to be coming! Sara, who rides 
Dwight's bus, said Dwight had been on the 
bus. So he WAS at school, he must have just 
gotten distracted . . . or lost. 

A search party was formed. Mike, Quavondo, 
and Sara all agreed to help us look, even 
though they already had their (unfortunately 
filled-out) worksheets. 

Harvey wouldn't go. He needed a worksheet 
as much as any of us, but he refused to look 


for Dwight. 





"You might find Dwight, but I don't think 
you're going to find Origami Yoda," [he said. 
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"Uh, Harvey, I thought you decided to start 
being nice after what happened on the bus 


last night?" 





"I AM being nice. I'm trying to save you 









the trouble of finding Dwight when he won't be 






able to help you." 
"ARRRGH!" I said, and stomped off. 
I found Dwight down in hallway B, talking 






to Cody C. They were deep in discussion about 
that clock-maker exhibit Dwight had seen on 
the trip. 

"Sorry to interrupt, guys, but I NEED to 
ask Origami Yoda a question." 

"I don't have him," said Dwight, like THAT 
was no big deal. 


"What? Did you leave him at home?" 
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"Then where is he??????" 
I had a bad feeling about this! Maybe Harvey 


was right! 


leg 
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"He left." 

"What do you mean he left?" 

"He told me to give you something, though." 

He pulled out an Origami Yoda made from 
white paper. 

"Thank Jar Jar!" I shouted. "Origami Yoda, 
what should we do about the worksheets?" 

Origami Yoda didn't say anything. Dwight 
and Cody C. looked at me like I was nuts. 

"Please, Yoda! What should we do about the 
worksheets?" I begged. 

"Uh, Tommy? Why are you yelling at a piece 
of paper?" asked Cody C. 

“Because we always ask Origami Yoda 
questions,” I shouted. 

“This isn’t Origami Yoda,” saidDwight. “This 
is a Yoda made using origami. Specifically, 
it's the Force Ghost Yoda from Return of the 
Jedi." 

“I love that movie," said Cody €. 

"Me, too," said Dwight. "Have you read the 
book version?" XS E LII. 
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"No, 1S that good?" 
"Well—" 







"Dwight!" "Dude, I need your help 












Why won't 





here. I'm running out of time! 


Origami Yoda help me?" 





"Aren't you listening?” asked Cody C. 
"Origami Yoda is not here. He left. But before 
he left, he told Dwight to make you this 
Force Ghost Yoda." 

“I heard all that!" I snapped. "It's not 
helping!!! Would you please tell me—" 

I stopped. Because I had just realized what 
the ghost Yoda was made out of. Dwight had 
folded it out of his FIELD TRIP WORKSHEET! 






Which he had never filled in!!! 
"I 11 bring this right back!" I told him. 
I raced to the library, just praying that 


„ Rabbski wasn't lurking about to nail me for 


CREASE 


T running in the hall. 
WRINKLED, 
SUT BLAWKI The other guys were already there. 
“We didn’t find him,” said Kellen. 


“T DID! Long story. Here’s the worksheet.” 
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I had unfolded it as I ran. Kellen grabbed 







1t, ran up to Mrs. Calhoun, and begged her to 
make copies. She did. (She's nice!) 

The homeroom bell rang. But that was fine. 
We had what we needed. 

In homeroom, I gave Dwight his copy of the 
worksheet back and recommended that he get it 
done. Instead of playing pencil-flick games, 
we sat down and filled out all the squares. 
One of the questions was “What was the most 


important historical artifact you saw in a 


museum?" 
EASY! "Bell X-1!!!1!" x d E 


Dwight put some ridiculously long answer 
about the clock-maker guy. In fact, he spent 
most of homeroom on that one question. His 
answer wrapped around to the back of the 
paper. 
When I finished, I finally relaxed. Origami 
Yoda had saved us yet again. A 
"So, Dwight," I said. "Now will you tell me 


what's going on with Origami Yoda?" 
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"I already did." 

"But I need the whole story." 

"Oh, would you like me to write something 
for your case file?" 


WOULD I LIKE HIM TO WRITE SOMETHING FOR THE 





I have been begging him to write something 
since the very first case file! I mean, Dwight 
1s the only one who actually really knows 
what's going on! Even if he acts like he 
doesn't! 

"Yes! Please!!!!" 

"Okay," said Dwight. And he pulled out 
a notebook and started writing it up right 
there! 

"At last," I thought, "I'm going to get 
the real answers to all the questions!" Is 
Origami Yoda real? Is he using the Force? How 
does he know so much? Why is he helping us in 
the first place? And on and on 

Did I get the answers? Well . . . read it 


yourself and find out. 








Harvey s oen 


of Course | was right! Why do you always doubt me? d 
| told you | knew something you didn't know! But I 
Couldn't tell you everything, because when Dwight 

fold me what was going +o happen, he told me it was 

a secret. So... UL WAS being nice! 


My Comment: Good grief. Well, I guess the secret 


15 out Now. 


Mee You cus STELL LUNCHMAW 
LOOKING Fok THAT - 
ONE XN THE TRASH «°° 
<PS KINDA AHELEE 
COVERED TN w 


THOUGH: 












xw BAKED BEM 
ACTUALLY « + 











ORIGANM YODA AND T Ht 
MMAUL-LENNIUAN FALCON 


BY DWiGHT AFIN ALLY 


"NC = nns 











Stardate: 287 (SF 

"Planet Earth 

System, Zunamon 5 (Known locally as the Solar 
Sustem) 

Outside temperature: 6l degrees 

Who: Dwight, aka Sherlock Duiight, aka the Magic 
Squirrel of Silent Movie Fame, formerly 
Captain Dulight 

Best friend: Caroline | ——— p 





Favorite color: Orange A 


Last night: Keturned from field trip late. (See Separate 

report for details on clock-making exhibit and Wendy's 
Kids Meal.) 

Thanked Mom for ride home and apologized again 

for delays. Went straight to bedroom to talk with 

7 TE 

Jke asked. W: 


Oriaac Yoda 


“Met Captain Micah, did 







Polled out paper. Some worksheet | had not filled 
ovt. Bot important information was safely written on 
the back: the address of Captain Micah. 


So | aet an envelope and | Wrote Micah's address 


on it. 





| opened the Window. (My mom doesn't have them 


nailed shut anumore). 





Cry ee need not, but if "on do, then a tissue 


ov Should use, not shirtsleeve.. 










still have. And iia, and Kellen and Sara and the 


others. Harveu, too. 











(Pornit abatbetherm~ The need uou, too! 


| Oy Hram ... Yes. Impatient, reckless Tes are. 
w: Force Ghost Yoda vu must fold them tomorrow. A 










will be with them. 


Ånd then he walked over to the Mail-lennium 


Falcon. 







"And the Force will be with Jo too, Dwight ^. 
Alva 


i ko} I96 | 





Then he climbed into the Mail-lennium Falcon and 
it flew ovt the Window. 
| closed the Window and went to bed. 


Harvey's Comment 


I, Harvey Cunningham, BELIEVE that everything "m. 
happened just the way Dwight said it did. 

farewell, origami Yoda, and may the Force be with 
you, +00, 


My Comment: | don’t know what to say. 

] OL is will maker Mound like Harvey, bute 
I CAN'T believe it. 

| don't want to believe it. 

VES s crazy. How could Origami Yoda walk? He 


ail 


doesn't even have feet? | 
I've asked Dwight that question and a million more, 

but all he'll say now I$ “Purple. The only question he 

does answer is when l ask him if Origami Yoda is coming 

back. And then he says, E don't know, and he looks se 

sad that ] think he really doesn t know. 
l've asked him to fold emergency Yodas and he does, 


Pu QPLE! í 
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but they don t have anything fo say. 

Foldy-Wan Kenobi doesn't have anything To Say, 
Prada" (Poma e oA cour puppets do. I mean, we can force 
them to say something, but that's not really the same. 
(Actually, Remi claims that her Ewoks still say “Yub 
nub” on their own. But that doesn’t exactly help solve 
our various problems, does it?) 

Sara said that maybe it’s like in Return of the 
Jedi how Da Ed t really need Yoda anymore. 
Maybe atter the various things that happened on the 
field trio—like Harvey Crumpling up the Emperor and 
Mr. Howell telling Ms. Rabbski that he loved her and 
Sect eus e D you know—maybe after. all that, we 





don t need Origami Yoda anymore. 

Maybe, but ] don’t buy it. We still have plenty 
of problems. And I don’t think Sara realizes just AOT 
clueless we are about stuff and how much dumb stuff 
| would have done without his advice. Man, just think 
how much Origami Yoda has done for us in the last 


year . ins 
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A CHART SHOWING- 
THE EFFECTS OF oR tGAMtT YoDA 


ON MCQUARRIE MIDDLE SCHOOL 






* CHEERLEADER 
WHO TS 
ALSO NERD 
+ NOT 
AFeALD 
TO SHOW 


Er cd eg 
@zERo Hove DID NOT COME 
èe NOT KICKED OFF CHEER TEAM 
DUMPED LOUSY BF For 


Wolly THE 
WALKING WAFFLE 









a | @HELPED 
na SAVE 
$ | «ek 
£ So WE 
x DON’T HATE 
n" HIM For 
G BEING- So 
S GOOD AT 
O STILL WALk&oWG 2 pole a 
s SUPPOSEDLY NO "EY, 
SOME . 
«s. | KEE | more | ane 
AT HTS E 
Aves] CALM |T ARS lev) 
- ec, 





Q JOoNvos / 
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eNO LONGER “THE CHeETO Hoc-"* | 


*E ATS HEALTHIER 
eHAS REALLY Cool GF 
- | 









oF Awy XS 
(NT LEAST 
T LE 
NOT TN YS (o) 
NETS Fok EVE 


* NEVER PIKPOK OR woSTRVL| | 


e FEATURED TN CLASS PHOTO | 
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. NOW SKATES i 
BETTER | MAKING Cool SR 
! Ld Q U 
THAW LANCE A: TOGETHER " 
° GROSSING OUT MEERK; 
ND EVERYBODY oe 











Jas. 


za 
.wENT FROM SOCTAL OUTCAST 
To FASHIONISTA 
. EVEN BRTANNA TS NOW TROF 
hah eat &ooTsl COMPUTER MOUSE GERMS 


PROFESSOR FUNTIME — \ MR. GOOD CLEAN 


SEvERY MINUTE... d] 
EVERY SECOND WILL... 


"aT 


e HOWEVER, ACTOR 

TEVON RTLEY TS 

RUMORED To BE 

IN NEW STAR TEACHER + A 
wARS Movrell DRAMA COACH E 

























JA e NOT EVTL (?) 


e NEW 






E MOMELL MR, 
®/ 
















Zu. 
OVR NEW 
MATH 
TEACHER! Poa 


LANCE AKA» g 


e TAPDAWCE 
LEG-END 
eEXPERT 
PIZzÁ 
BAGEL 
CHEF 









he THE BRATNS 
D BEHEIND THE 
ORIGAML REBELLTON 


























e STAR or 
PARASITE 
WITHIN U 



















€ SEEMS TO BE HAVING 
FUN WITH DWIGHT 


e HER SCHOOL TS LESS 
BORING THAW tT WAS 







s ALSO RUMORED To BE 
IW NEW STAR WARS MOVIE 
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e GREATEST 
DOODLER ec 
of ALL 
TrMel a 
eNo LONGER HYNG VP ON NEVER WOULD LISTEN TO 
e MUCH MORE tnTERESTED TN oprc-A«r YODA AnD wow 
eDoESN’T PEE TN PANTS SHE S BORING. 
1T JUST LookS LIKE PEE! 


e SAVED FROM THE 
DARK SrDE..: FoR NOW 


eUNDISPYTED KING 
oF CRAB SOCCER 94 


o RESPECTED 
— 4 of rcMI 
FOLDER 
eb AMA CLUB SUPER STAR e BRATN 
RECOVERING 


e NEW BOYFRIEND TS 
COOLEST PERSON EVER! (mE) FROM FUNTIME 





@ + 
CHOCOLATE JeDoESw’T NEED TO 
COMB HALTER 
e DOUBLE BONUS: EXPERT 


CASEFILE MAKER 
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" STILL DWIGHT BUT wow 
WE UNDERSTAND HIM (SOMETIMES) 











And then th ak about N EXT year! The 
eighth grade! Prd then high school! And Who 
knows what all else is going To happen jo use 


or wha kind of messes we re going to get into. 


And then there's another thing E. 
If Origami Yoda 15 gone, then does that mean no 
more case files? 


Rte end © 







HIGH SCHOOL? 


REAL DATES? TOBS? gt 
EXAMS? DRIVERS EDL TC? < 


FORCE GHOST YODA 


BY TOMMY 





Miss Bauer handed back our worksheets. 

I asked Dwight if I could see his. 

Yes, it had an address scribbled on the 
back. But I couldn't read it, and Dwight 
didn't really seem sure what 1t said anymore, 
either. We had no way to contact the kid and 
tell him to send Origami Yoda back! 

Then I asked Dwight if he would refold it 
into Force Ghost Yoda for me. 

He did. 

And when he gave it back to me, I asked it, 


"Is this the end?" 





It didn't talk, exactly. Not like Origami 
Yoda did. But it was almost like I could hear 
Force Ghost Origami Yoda the way Luke could 
hear Force Ghost Obi-Wan. 


And Force Ghost Yoda was saying,f "Search 







your feelings." 
And I did. 


And then I was sure. 





Origami Yoda may not come back right away. 


Maybe not this year. Maybe not for years. Not 
until we REALLY, REALLY, REALLY need him. I 
don't know when that will be or how we will 
tell him or if he will just know or if he 
1s even really gone or 1s maybe just lost in 
Dwight's room somewhere and one day Dwight 
will find him and say he came back or maybe he 
really did fly away to see that kid and the kid 
will send him back. 

I have no idea. And normally when I have 


no idea about something, I ask Origami Yoda. 


But I am sure of one thing: 


“The end this is not!" 


2 


E IYIPEROR 


$ Cay 


xuSrevcTzous BY HARWEY 
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FoLp BOTH MAKE SURE 
L 
CORNERS DOWN... THEY OVERLAP Ses Aic GOES 
A 87 AT Porr A) THRU PorwI (A) 
AÑ n 
AT 
LIKE A 
VERY TALL 
EDI ET 
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ae y OVER FOLD SIDES BACK 
How To MAKE hen "n m =F Os. 
: VST DR 
(4) E. X PIECE ph © B as ANASI Y 
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C3 € - d : £ é 
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/ a 
| i 
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po INOT ror» Hoop. SIDE | 
© 
| 
| 
FOLD VP 
FOLD UP 
INSERT jir LE 


(D p 
ADD E 
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OPTIOWAL: TWEAk, d 

FIDDLE OR CUT To oe 

HIDE THESE FLAPS STTH 
LIGHTNING 











FOLD BOTH WINGS ..+ AWD THEN BACK 
FORWARD... AGArW ow A NEW LINE 


t wor N 


"d 
D mus NM y TTS GORT oF) DARTH! 


sec 
(i2 THROW 
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ÅND For BETTER 
FLIGHTS You MAY 
WAWT TO 
“ADJUST THE 
DIHEDICALS?? 

BY LIFTING- THE 
WINGS A BIT 


a el A MUSEUM FULL OF 


AE KoApee || PRICELESS HISTORICAL 
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3 A FIELD TRIP WITHOUT ORIGANA? € 
% WHAT THE HUTT? x 

In The origami Rebel Alliance is o€€ 4o Washington, D.C.! ACter gloriously 
defeating the tunTime Menace, the seventh graders of McQuarrie Middle 
Schoo] expect their hard-earned Field trip fo be totally stooky! But 
There's a hitch. Principal Rabbski has banned origami. Without the Jedi- 
wise advice of origami Yoda, how will Tommy and the gang navigate the 
serious drama oC a Class trip? 

Luckily, Dwight Comes prepared with green fruit roll-ups that he 
Can whip into emergency Frvițigami Yodas. Unluckily, Harvey also Comes 
prepared with a wrinkly, hateCul pickle... Can trvuitiqami Yoda Ciqure out 
why Emperor Pickletine is acting so sour, before the Emperor pushes this 
field trip into the Dark Side? 

This Cinal battle between the forces of qood and evil 
at McQuarrie has everything: Twists! Turns! Snacks! 
Secrets! But who is keeping the biggest secret o£ all? 
origami Yoda himsel€. 
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